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PROEM. 



-I have sung 



,M idst disappointed hopes, and blighted views : 
The dream of life, when first I woke to thought, 
Was color'd o'er with many rosy tints. 
And lovely hues of pleasure and of joy : 
TTwas spangl'd and bedeck'd to my warm view. 
With streaming bliss ; whose coruscations bright, 
Swept round the whole, and thrill'd my youthful heart. 
With just enough of trial, to keep my soul 
Full bent ; enough to oppose my pleasure. 
So, as to rouse each slumb'ring nerve within. 
And wake each dormant passion up to life; 
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That I may lead that high heroic course. 
And feel that glow Romantic, which to minds 
Of youthful fervor, and impassioned thought^ 
Streams o'er this life a warm and thrilling bliss. 



Like misty wreaths before the morning sun, 
Or, dew-drops pendent on the leafy bow'r,— 
These jpys, — that out my waking dreams arose, 
Liv'd in my fancy, and with splendour bright. 
Spread their soft rays a halo round the dawn 
Of this my young existence,— all have fled ; 
And I have learnt to know Earth's wayward course 
As truly 'tis, — to be a Life of Wo. 



What is life ? and what the actors in it ? 
Oft have I tum'd my eye in musings deep. 
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On all the tribes, that like a locust-swarm, 
Spread themselves out before my wond'ring view,- 
And Oh ! the picture that has shown itself! 
We see a Lunatic, and hear him talk, — 
His wild conceits, and strange distorted views, 
( Bom in a brain where Reason lies dethroned. 
And Fancy like I^is-fatuus playing 
Leads him for e'er astray,) lights up our face 
With mirthful laughter; but the thought wakens,- 
What he is, — ^what Reason would have made him 
Then laughter ceases, and gives place to wo. 
To think how brutalj fall'n, and low is he. 



And who can look on Man — ay ! boasted Man ; 
To mark his course with philosophic eye. 
The childish game he plays; the hot pursuit. 
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With which he follows after glitftwig toys ; 

His little consequence that would be great ; 

And all the follies that do hang %o man^-— 

Without across his face there steals a smile 

Of Pity, mingl'd with contemptuous sneer; 

( Forgetting then that he alifke is one 

That doth the same,) To liiink how low, how weak, 

How puerile, ign'rant is this boasted Man •' 

But if besides this philosophic scan, 

A Christian's thought awakens in the breast; 

Then Man surreys the creature qf a day ; 

Uncheck'd in course, that downward swiftly sails, 

To launch upon that sea — ^that boundless deep — 

That Ocean infinite, — Eternity:-^ 

Then horror chases ev'ry smile away ; 

To think that Man can sport upon the brink 



if 
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Of that dread {Nreoipioe whose base is ktv'd 
With the dark waters of Eternity;— 
Fear as he eail'd upon Earth's Ocean Umn'd 
With billows breakings aad with angry surfs ;• 
And yet unmov'd, play o'er a sea of fire 
That with damnation dark for erer howls ; 
And with incessant roar of loud despair^ 
Warns off each mortal^ that attempts to near 
The vortex wide, of everlasting ruin. 



And thus I saw, and all my gay dreams died 
And fled away ; till my young sanguine heart, 
Did o'er the pregnant whole, enrob'd in woe. 
Grow sick with sadness and with heavy thought : 
Then from the murky cloud, out peep'd a ray 
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That showed of Heaven, and spoke this Earth a trial, 
A state of warfare ; where the sin cloy'd soul, 
Might on her wings of Faith, learn up to look, 
And mount on steps of Love, and holy Fear — 
Washed in a Saviour's blood — to portals bright 
That ever open stand ; in which the dreams 
Of youthful souls made pure, and higher rais'd, 
Are felt, and bask'd in ever. 



Then it was 
I thought of Pray'r ; — and as I thought I sang. 
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, Qasio Immortslitatem. 



t 



ANALYSIS OF CANTO I. 



This Poem commences with the necessity, as a preparation for Prayer, 
ihsX we should be sensibly alive to the omnipresence of God — and to our 
wants — We live by God — A view of His Almighty power — ^The question 
asked, will God hear Prayer? — Lament over Man*s fall — Contemplation 
of the happiness of our first Parent, while in a state of innocency — His 
enjoyment of communication from Heaven, through the medium of Angelio 
Spirits, contrasted with what Man's situation now is — ^The miserable doc- 
trines of the Deist — Caution against their adoption — A Deist's death — ^The 
operation of the Spirit of God on a Human Soul — A Winter scene depicted 
— ^The care of God in providing for the Birds of the air, when they cry to 
Him, an assurance that he will attend to the Prayers of Man — ^The blessing 
of Prayer in the moment of distress — A proof of God's kindness assumed 
£rom the Inse<;t worid-*God's love displayed in the bouudlesA sea, and all 
around us — Calvaxy. 
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Thou Great Eternal! who from Heav'n above, 
Demand'st our homage and our warmest love; 
Whose smiles of mercy, beam through bomidless space; 
But warmer glow, towards our fallen race: 
Ere we attempt in humble form to kneel, 
Before Thy throne, we must Thy presence feel. 
With clear conviction, that where'er we fly, — 
Still we are watch'd by Thy all-seeing eye. 

B3 
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And not enough: Before the suppliant Ufts 
His eyes to thee, to ask Thy righteous gifts; 
His heart must know, the wants his lips expose; 
And feel how bitter, are his inward woes: 
A chastened awe, must all his pray'r controul; 
And Faith keep hov'ring o'er his breathing soul. 



Great God of mercy! 'tis by thee we live, 
And Thou alone, dost all our mercies give; 
Thy bounteous hand is ever open'd wide. 
And richly thence, are Nature's wants supplied: 
Ten thousand worlds, that garnish yonder sky, 
Revolve their course, as thou first bid them fly, 
And through the limits of Eternal space. 
Their mazy course. Thy hand is seen to trace; 
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And though so vast, compared with thy great pow'r,— 
They hang Uke dew drops, on the leafy bow*r; 
Skim through the ether, and their rounds fulfil, — 
Alone dependant on Thy Sovereign will. 



For should'st Thou speak, all Nature must obey; 
And Heav'n, and Earth, in terror melt away: 
Stars would no longer, all their courses trace. 
But rush with fury into stars' embrace : 
And suns, for ages that have beam'd their light, 
Be deep ingulf d, within the shades of night. 
The spheres to thee that now their homage raise,—* 
Would -cease to hymn their constant song of praise; 
All Nature stag'ring, would thy will obey. 
With ruin groan, — ^then crash, — and melt away* 



\ 
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But though these Worlds demand Thy constant care, 
Yet still we know Thou hast an ear for Pray'r; 
Can'st call at once a Planet into birth, 
And hear the cries of Man, — the child of Earth, 
Fill Heav'n with joy, to human hearts unknown; 
And heed the sigh that up to Thee has flown; 
Make thunders roll, and vivid lightnings fly; — 
Or smile in love upon an Infant's cry. 



Say, who shall count the myriad souls. Oh God! 
Who live obedient to Thy awful nod ; — 
From tall Archangel, highest in the plan, 
Down to the weak and humble form of man ; 
Ten thousand souls, array'd in Angels' robes, 
And countless hosts, spread o'er yon flaming globes; 
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Look up to Thee, and breathe their humble cry, 
That Thou their wants, in mercy may supply. 

Child of the Earth! let loose thy thoughts to fly 
Aroimd this globe, and through the vaulted sky; 
On burning lightnings, shoot thy way afar, 
Or mount and ride on Thunder's bellowing car; 
Wing'd on a light beam, at its swiftest race, — 
From yonder Sun, glide through Eternal space; 
Or ride a Star-shoot, flcishing from on high, 
And pass our Earth, the Heav'ns, and Nature by; 
Where'er thy thought, can one conception form,— . 
Hie thee on blast of Whirlwind's swiftest storm; 
Seize on an Angel's quiv'ring wings of might. 
And soar to realms of everlasting light ; 



« 
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Yes, 'twas the Morning Stars that sweetly sang,(i) 
While through Heav'n's vaults, the holy rapture rang; 
They sang the glories of another birth. 
As smiling clad, emerg'd our Mother Earth; 
But more they gloried in the finished plan, 
(The noblest work of God,) immortal Man. 



Oh happy Man! how blest was then thy day, 
When Pain, and Woe, and Death were far away; 
Blest weife thy moments, as they glided by. 
With choicest blessings, from thy God on high; 
Immortal vigour play'd thro' ev'ry part, 
Glow'd in thy face, and bounded in thy heart; 
While peace serene, filFd up her choicest bowl^ 
And joy sat smiling in thy new bom souL 
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And when at Eve, beneath a radiant sky, 
Thou sat'st with musing pencill'd on thine eye; 
As cross thy soul deep thought chas'd thought afar, 
And wing'd its way from Moon to distant Star; 
Thy new bom Soul, with feelings glo^ving warm. 
Was not yet cloy'd with Heav'n's eternal charm; 
The wondrous Arch, the galaxy of light. 
With glowing splendour, blazing through the night; 
Could not by thee, be view'd with vacant stare. 
But thriird thy soul, with bliss beyond compare; 
Thy fancy warm'd, as rose a heaving sigh, 
And silent wish, that thou had*st wings to fly. 
That thou might'st learn, what worlds these globes 

could be. 
And if on them, there breathed a soul like thee. 
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They dowmmrd ^ng'd, to proTe His Sov'rwgnxaic, * 
To whoni before thou breath'd'st a wish in PrayV : ' ; 
Perchance thy sonl had in its ceaseless flovr, 
Struck out some thought which thou had'st wish to luio^> 
That wish but dwelt an instant in thy breast. 
Ere Angels flew to set thy mind at rest ;— 
For all Heav'n's hosts felt joy. intense to be ^ 

Servants of God, and messengers to thee. * 



Adam I how lower'd by thy sin's disgrace, 
Debased and sunk, are all thy teeming race; 
As o'er the Earth in ceaseless broods they stray. 
Destruction near, but Hope how far away ; 
While Faith alone can light beyond this clod, 
« And warm their hearts with tidings of their Ood ; 
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Instead of Angds, who to thee would fly. 
And bring some etymbol from the reahns on high. 
To cheer thy heart, if e'en a wish was there, 
When that same wish, arose to God in Prayer* 



Monster of Sin! and foe to human bliss! 
Whose brains are rack'd, to prove a theme like thi9> 
'^at 'midst the eddies of our earthly care, 
No blessings flow from Man's uplifted Pray'r; 
No stream of mercy will our God impart, 
To cheer the woe that damps a human heart; 
But that on high, from off His throne He turns, 
A careless view, to all the fire that bums. 
Within that soul, that heard the awful sound. 
Of His dread voice, and into life did bound ;" 

cd 
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With body wa^d^ and with felt'ring breath, 
Thy spirit hot«r* o'er the jaws of Death ^ 
The pains of dying feel as light as air, 
Compared with horrors of a dark despair ; 
While all thy thoughts^ to wild confusion hurl'c^ 
Boil with the madness of the lower world. 
Shrink from the past, and madly, vainly try. 
To look composed on dread Futurity: — 
Then Fancy paints ten thousand imps around, 
Who grin with joy at each despairing sound. 
And round thy couch with hellish gambols play. 
Waiting to bear thy dying soul away ; — 
While underneath, seems wave on wave to soar. 
Of dark Damnation with their loudest roar ; — 
Lash'd into fury, now on God thou criest. 
Curse His blest name— thyself— and groaning — diest 
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Spirits of Hell, who oft had look'd to thee. 
As the true Author of their misery. — 
Shriek with delight, as from thy ghastly clay, 
They downward drag thy trembling soul away;* 
Curse thee as him, by whom their spirits fell. 
And plunge thee in the hottest flames of HelL 



Spirit of God ! who unseen work'st thy plan, 
And form'st anew the stubborn heart of man; 
Where all is sternness, and commotion wild. 
There can'st Thou form, the spirit of a child; 
Brighten the darkness so that man can see, 
And whisp'ring pardon, set the captive free. 



When all was gloomy in his troubled breast, 
And he had sought, but sought in vain for rest; — 
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Despair had seiz'd within his breast a hold, 

And earthly joys, their charms in vain unfold; — 

At first like waters of impetuous force, 

Dark angry thoughts their mad'ning way would course, 

To lash his spirit to its utmost pride, 

To brave his gloom, and stem the evil tide ; 

Defying all in this first sweeping burst, 

To wreck their malice, and to do their worst: 

And then his soul has ceas'd this lofty play. 

And all his pride, has melted fast away; 

Nerveless he sat, while time has pass'd him by. 

Groaning to live, but fearing more to die: 

But o'er the waters of his troubled soul. 

There swept a gale that he could not controul. 
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Nor greater change was in those waters found. 
That first begirt our Earth with darkness round ; — 
When on their face, God's Spirit mov'd in might, 
And out of darkness drew a ray of Ught; 
Than felt he then, when that same Spirit too, 
Mov'd in his heart, and form'd it all anew ; 
Joy once more lighted up his face again ; 
And Faith flew hov'ring o'er the pleasing train; 
And softer thoughts came flowing through his mind, 
Of love to Him — whom once he deem'd unkind. 
And thriird his heart, (instead of blank despair,) 
With the soft breathings of a contrite Prayer. 



Spirit of God! 'tis Thou alone can'st shed, 
A ray of light when we in darkness tread; 
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Sweep from the Altars never quenched on high, 
Some of their Are to flash before our eye, (2) 

"i 

That 'midst our doubts, we yet may firmly stand, * 
By prospect cheer'd of Canaan's happy land. 



And when to pray we bend our hmnble form, 
Tis Thou alone can'st our devotions warm; — 
Speak in the whisp'rings of our humble Pray'r, 
The wants and wishes that should linger there; 
Glow in the fervour of our warmest cries, (^) 
And melt to softness in our streaming eyes; — 
And make us feel in spite of ev'ry fear, 
Our Prayers ascend and reach the Eternal's ear. 



Now o'er the Earth that lately was so gay, 
The winters blast, with fury sweeps its way, 
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The c<fld wind howls; and in tts ceftadesa flow. 
Drives on^its front, fentastic wreaths of unow; 
The forest-trees and woods thi^ us*d to vie 
In sweetest soands, with lamoatatioi^sigh; 
And twisted arbours, where the roses grew. 
And breath'd around their sweet ambrosial dew;- 
Where oft the bladibird lit by Cynthia's beam, 
Sat on a bough and sang his vesper hymn; 
Before the blast their ev'ry charm has fled, 
Widi lonely sighs^ they seem to wail the dead. 



And now the wind has spent its gathered force, 
Toms from the West and takes a Southern course ;< 
And from the Pole where icy mountains lay, 
And darkness reigns, it sweeps along to day; 
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As o*er the stream^ the breezes slowly pass, 
Their rippling face, appears a glassy mass; 
And all the meadows, and each grassy sward, 
Give out their heat, and grow intensely hard; 
Where shall the lark, and songster of the, wood,. 
Now wing their way, to pick their daily food? 
As o'er the Earth with wailing notes they fly. 
The God of Heav'n! He hearkens to their cry; 
And on the Earth then breathes a warmer glow. 
Which thaws the ice, and melts away the snow. 



Spirit of man! no longer nurse a fear. 
But that thy God will lend to thee an ear; 
The beasts, the birds, and fish that swim the sea, 
Feed from His hand, and sure he thinks of theej 
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While Nature's creatures feel His special care, 
He more than blesses ev'ry humble Prayer. 



Almighty God! whose eye of Majesty, 
From Heaven's high throne, to Nature's bound can see; 
And ever glancing like a flying-dart, 
Flames through all space, and reads our inmost heart; 
And cannot — will not pass one Mortal by. 
Who lifts to Thee in Pray'r, a contrite sigh; 
Though myriad voices ever to Thee raise, 
In loud Hosannahs their continu'd praise; 
Still undistracted. Thou can'st mark the spot. 
Where tears of penitence have warmly dropt; 
Nor all the melodies that Heav'n can ring; 
Nor sweetest tune that Angel's voice can sing ; 

d2 . 
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Though all combio'd, can only claim a ehare 
Of Thy attention, with a mortal's Prayeb. 



t 



And when in silence, and in woe is preat, 
Our trembling hand, to our more trembling breast; 
And big drops glisten, in the anxious eye. 
And roll them down to meet the rising sigh; 
Our thoughts o'er burthen'd, seem beyond relief; 
Our hearts feel breaking with their load of grief, 
And as from side to side, we turn again. 
We seem to breathe an atmosphere of pain; 
Perchance at distance, lives some friendly heart. 
Whose voice of love, would probe the bitter smart; 
Whose anxious counsel, and whose friendly care. 
Would nerve our heart, this heavy load to bear ; 
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By fancy trac'dy their distant love, and fonn. 

Has proved at best an unsubstantial charm ; 

But Oh ! if then like vivid lightning's flame^ 

A thought has flash'd across our trembling frame; 

And like that lightning in the gloom of night. 

Has bar'dto view, what 'fore was hid from sight; 

Like Jacob wakingfirom his dream of care. 

We've found with him, the God of Heay'n was there;. 

With Angels^ fancy , soon has deck'd the groimd. 

In list*ning wrapt, or hav'ring all around ; . c. 

Our trembling heart| has thrown away despair,. ^ 

While we have sunk in attitude for Prayer. . 
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Spirit of God ! 'tis then we feel Thy sway,. 
Warming oorheaxts. aud chasing griefe away. 

D 3 
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Tis then we feel the strongest proofs that be. 
That God in Heav'n, doth all our passions see; 
For all our feelings with their angry roar, 
Sink quickly down, and ris« in waves n6 more ; . 
And all our sorrows, like the liquid spray — * 
That melts before the glowing sun of day ; 
While on our knees, have left our breast to share, 
In all the hopes,— ancL all the bUss of Pbaybr. 

But why should Man e*er ask if Ood be kind, 

« 

When proofs of love he all around may find? 
Nor smallest insect that to life can start, . 
Brought to our view by miscroscopic art ; 
But that may preach how well His love is know% 
Fiom the dreajr frigid, to the torrid zone ;-*- 



» ' 
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Its tufted wingSy its soft and downy hair. 
Defensive horns, bespeak its Maker's care ; 
And as it wantons through its summor hour^ 
lives^n the care of that Almighty pow'rir- 
The same that holds the stars in all their way^' 
And sweeps the light-beamsi from the sqii away. 

Nor if in one immingled, mighty ball| « ". 

The Stars sho^d rush, and Suns should blazing fall; 
Would that eyeatf to us so vast, so grdnd, 
That Spheres would crush, and Worlds in ruin strand ;—* 
Make difference aught to Him who rules on high, 
Than when at length, this small this atom fly. 
Shall shake its wings, and feel the throes of death: 
Qasp its last mgh, axid yield its vital breath* 



82 PRAYER, CANTO t. 



Almighty God! the tokens of Thy love, 
Swim through the sea, and wing the air aJbove; 
In trackless waters at the verge of day, 
Where the huge monsters of the Ocean play, 
Where breaking waves, ne'er dash'd against the side> 
Of stately ship that plough'd it through the tide; 
But where, (since first at sound of lliy command . 
The Earth was parted into sea and land,) 
No sounds have broken o'er that boundless plain, 
Save the wind's hollows, and the roaring main ; 
Yet even there is stamp'd throughout the whole, 
Marks of Thy wisdom, and Thy wide control; 
As finny tribes, and fish that skim the air, (4) 
In playful gambols, pi-aise Thy watchful care ; 
And huge Levid,than in sportive play. 
Glides o'er the wave, and spouts the briny spray, 
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To pioTe to Man, that Thoo art Qod of love^ 
As much on Earth as in the reahns above. 



But neaier homei what varied chaims we scan^ 
To prove that Heav'it in mercy thinks on man; 
So varied^ that we know not how to choose^ 
On which to dwells and which we would refuse : 
Vor tree that grows, nor shrub with blossomed head. 
For blade of gr^uss, on which we daily tread ; 
Nor blooming rose, nor plant of varied huef 
Geyun'd with a thousand drops of sparkling dew; 
.Nor fields of com that with their treasure iu)d. 
But what all speak the Mebcy of our God;-«* 
And woo the heart, in humble hope to sbare^ 
The warmer mercies that attend on Prayee. 
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And when from out the Winter's cold embrace. 
In blushing beauty. Spring peeps forth her face ; 
And through the rain-drops falling to the Earth, 
In playful fondness calls her tribe to birth; 
At first the snow-drop hears her gentle cry, 
Bursts from the Earth, and rears its head oil high; 
And then the primrose 'neath the bramble shade, 
In mod^t beauty, ope^s its blushing head ; 
And looks so lonely and so lovely there, 
As with the bramble, we its charms compare ; 
Till Spring at length, has spread these beauties o*er. 
And dress'd the Earth in all her richest store. 



Say, are their men upon the Earth so base. 
As then a look to turn on Nature's face; 
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With frozen hearts, and hard unmoved eye, 
Dash from the Earth, the care of God on high; 
Sweep from the scene, the fairest charm we call, 
That 'midst her beauties, smiles the God of all. 



Oh ! if there be, with all their reason's sway. 
The beasts and birds, are wiser far than they; 
They speak the praise of Him whose sov'reign care. 
Sweeps through the fields, and ranges through the air; 
And breezy-winds, that there so gently flew, 
From gathering nectar, and ambrosial dew; 
.Distilling fragrance in their playful way, 
As incense offer'd to the God of day; 
As round their forms in curling wreaths they fan. 
They whisper soft, and say — "ungrateful man!" 
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YeM, coUdd siicli joan that moment bomia ald!^ 

.•: - ■ . . •> 
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Borne on an Angel's plumy-pinions soft; 
Moimt through the air^ and reach the stany way; 

ft 

Andliigher soarings land on realms of day; 
Hear the still woods repeat His blessed naniey 
And He^Vnly echoes roll it back again; 
Hear grateful i^^pimurs all around him rise. 
To Him the iSoy'reign of the Earth and Skies; — 
Still would his health thus bound by Satan's spdl, 
Rejeet his God^ and downward sink to Hell« 



And when the Mom wakes rosy from her bed, 

And gilds the sky with burning streaks of red ; 

.■..•■•■''''.. '.■•■■•■ 
As through the woods the praise of God has rung, 

Tun'd by the warbling of the Redbreast's tongue; 



•V. 



».'■ 



CAHTO I. PRAYER 37 



Where is the heart uninov'd could yiew the scenei 
And not look up and Mess the God of Heav'n ? 
Join in the chfurut floating through the air. 
Sink on his knees, and breathe a mortal's Prayer. (^) 

And Ob! with rapture let me warmly sing^ 
The proofs that flow from Him — our Christ and King; 
Does God's soft Mercy sleep in woods and trees? 
Or comes it wafted on the scented breeze? 
Glows it with fervour in the mid-day warm ? 
Or smiles it sweetly through all Nature's charm? 
In Thunder's rotce can we His love descry? 
Or in the Lightnings flushing through the sky? 
In hail, in rain, in ice, and flaky snow? 
In flowery shrubs and all the plants that grow? 
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Sweeps it in gales that seem to blast the Earth ? 
Or springs anew in each successive birth? 
Then if it does? how deep will man be lost, 
When he surveys it crown'd on Calvary's Cross! 



Saviour of men ! though I should sing no more, 
Though Critics rage, and vent their senseless roar ; 
Though round my song an angry host arise, 
And verse, and subject, should alike despise; 
Though all may sneer at this attempt to bring. 
My Saviour forward, and His Mercy sing ; 
Oh! let my hands in wild despair be wrung; 
Let parched thirst sit feasting on toy tongue; 
Freeze my warm heart, and stay my vital breath; 
And let me drink the very dregs of Death;* 
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Ere fear of Man shall make me cease to bring. 
Honor to Him, who took from Death his sting; 
Or cease to praise Him with a loud Amen, 
On Calvary's Cross who bled and died for M&n. 



END OF CANTO I. 



b2 
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£3 



• ■■.■•* 



• • • *^e effeetml fervent prayer of a righteous maa ayijle^ 
much. 

Elias was a man subject to like passioiis as we are, and he prayed 
earnestly that it might not rain: and it rained not on the earth by tbiQ 
apace of three yean and six^monihs* 

And he prayed again, and the heaven gavendn, and the earth broughf 
fbcth her £niit." James v. ch. 16, t7, & 18 vr. 




The Mcand Cuto ojiens, with liut fktal etTecM of Earthlj pleuoie*, 
opomtiiig *o a» to doMroy a pnpti reflection about Elemil/ — Tbja not 
Holy B:qMri«)oed bj iha bold defier of God, but frequsntlf bj llioia 
jauDg men who eommence life, with ■ cleat capTiction of the eoletBo in* 
poitvice of religion — Tha atrugglai of luofa an inditidoal i^iitit the 
tamptatioos to sia wbich he enooantan— The impotence of such Hmgglei 
— The effect of (hie fiulnre npon hifl miad— Such a cbanotei directed to 
the dntyof PRAYtB — The doubta and diflvultieiihat prewni themaetvcE 
lo a Philosophic mind agaioit the reiaptiaii of Chriitisnitj — The effect of 
Pbayeb if RSDitcd to hf such a chiraoter — Congntuktioa of ihoae whose 
Faith ii nimhaekled by such doubta — Tbe eihilanling feeling* and ex- 
panded Tiewa that Fbater will impart, if propRrij attended to, — A com- 
paiiMn drawn between the worth of the child of pleBsure, and the Chria- 
tian — Angela (apposed to be weeping over the friroloua folly of the former 
character — Tbe importance of perMveranos in PRiria — The certainty of 
its being ultimately answered — When this aoawsr a delayed, we may be 
certain the cause is some unohecked or unrepentod etil in ounelres — An 
inrocation to the Angst of Mercy, lo point out lha brigbteit disphiy of its 
operation — He ii luppoaed to direct the Author to its glotioua diipUy 
_ wben otu Sa*ioui hung between Heaveo and Earth to propitiate our God. 
Ld expiate our Sins, — 




CANTO H. 



As downward men their chequer'd courses glid^ 
Borne swiftly on by Time's impetuous tide ; 
Soft from the shores at times there blows a gale 
Of earthly pleasures which their souls inhale. 
And lulls their minds as roimd it gently blows, 
In dreamy bUss, and soft secure repose ; 
And steals the thought how swiftly on they fly. 
To the far shores of vast Etbenity. 
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And thus it is, men spurn their God away. 
To drink the pleasures of the passing day ; 
Turn from the living streams of pure delight. 
With sparkling beauty, that invites their sight; 
To treach'rous waters, that with boist'rous swells 
Lave earthly shores, and downward foam to Hell; 
Foiget their God, and all to Him they owe, 
Dri^k from tiiese streams^ and brave Eternal wol 



Nor ^hey alai3ke who with fool hardy pride. 
Will God deny, and fears of Hell deride; 
Play with the Thunders of His awful sway^ 
And madly jeer at Heav'n's greai Judgment^dnyi 
With naked brow^ and stem conceited eye^ 
Puff up their atomisi and a God defy ; 
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And dare Hig wmffi^ whose angiy Ibok woul^ fi^ 
These hoasted chan^pions to the shades^ of Hell^ 
But oft a yottlh, his slippery course pursues> 
With nobler heart, and well directed views; 
With clearest gaze he peers across the scene. 
And views the end of Pleasure's smiling dream; 
Who courts his passions, bids his conscience tty^^ 
^'Forget — foi^et that thou art bom to die; 
Sleep in the midst of bliss to thee I bring ; 
Nor think of Death, nor Death's tremendous sting; 
But lull thy fears to sounds like music^s close, 
And pass thy life in dreamy soft repose." 



But though he sees he oft has tried in vain; 
To stem the torreiit> and aconquest gain; 
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Hell's mighty foes/ like swift o'erwhelmii^ iiSb, 
In thousand shapes assail on ev'ry side^ 
And when secure, he thought his soul niight dwell. 
Temptation came, and he that moment felL 



Nor yet dismay'd, mih purpose strongly bent, 
He vow'd no inore to give his passions vent; 
Thought on the game, the awful game he play'd. 
And warmer vow'd His will should be obe/d, 
Reason'd his soid, what folly 'twas to brave, 
The stings of conscience, and a yawning grave; 
And painted pictures with impassion'd eye, 
Of crowns of gloiy he should win on high; 
And nurs'd his soul with dreams of endless joy. 
To keep that soul fromi baneful sin's employ. 



I* 
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Well, for a time his soul has felt the rest. 
Which they enjoy, by virtue's guidance blest; 
To classic groves he p'rhaps has led the way. 
And seated there has pass'd a cloudless day; 
Or else his soul has swept to scenes afar, 
Measured the Sun, and tracked the distant Star; 
And felt the awe which fills the heart of man. 
Whene'er he views gigantic Nature's plan; 
Or else he seiz'd upon the magic lyre| 
And struck its notes to wild poetic fire; 
Felt a warm glow his feeling^ to rehearse, 
And swept along in all the pomp of verse. 



Peceitful calm, nor long -thy dream was stay'd, 
Ere hope was nipp'd, and joy was prostrate laid, 



id nxTTiki eiaWii. 



Some lurking snare has still beset Us ^f, 
Crept in his breast, and mad^ his soul a pf^y^ 
And in the bur6t of disapipointmeiit keen. 
His madden'd soul has felt the sharp^ ^ting; 
Lash'd by his conscience, goaded bn by pnAh, 
Has cursed hiiB birth, that thien he had not diM, 
And voVd that sih should henceforth lake its ^f. 
Since all his pbw'tisi ivould hot obstruct it6 k^y. 



viiT 



Mortal forbear, Ifet angry pkSfeioh*s hjar^ 
Be hush'd in silence, and be heard no more; 
Let child-like Softness in thy bosoin lie. 
And tears of sorrow stand in either eye; 
Throw fhbin thy brow, it$ gathering glo6ih aftr. 
And let f^oi cdnscietice HI thy pl^ure iuar: 



I. 
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Though thou ait wea]c^ aii4 cpmot but dp wrcujigi— 
Thy God can nerve thee^ ]E{e c^ Qiake jthjee aU]9ng ; 
And woos thee ^pW| to he^ur jSis righteoi^ willf 
Speaks with co^){>a^on> aud with x^ercy stjiU jf 
''Bend thee in faithj and tl^u shalt sujcdy Bh^i^ 
In all the hopesy— and aU the bliss of Praym," 



J , 



And h^ Jfho^^ mind in wide expanse has flowi^j ^ 
And ranged the Earth, and Nature's myst'ries knovru;-7r 
Has seem'd to grasp within h^s mighty .sp^, 
That which should raise him 'bove the rank of maq^ 
And made the myst'ries from which most recoil. 
Play-things to ease him from his mighty toil; 
Has loos'd; his thoughts firpin ey'ry Ear^ly thing. 
To roam tbroi^^ J!P^' ^^^^® S\]ns their yghtQiog^f 
beam; f2 
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. i'j^. 



Number'd the Stars which stud the vaulted skies; 

Yet he has felt distressing doubts arise; 

For, when from Nature, up to God on high. 

He musiiig tum'd his contemplative eye; 

Dwelt on the wonders that in Him we find, 

His mighty pow'r, and uncreated mind; 

Thought on the source, from whence all Nature came. 

The past — the present— and to come the same; 

He felt himself to be a nameless thing, 

I • • • • * _ 

• Whose highest thoughts to God could never wing; 
Then tuni'd his gaze to search the Gospel plan. 
Where God in mercy, speaks to mortal man. 






And Oh ! the voice that there is heard to fill, 
The captive soul with pardoning mercy's thrill, 



ciff^ ^i- ^M^^^ « 



And souxid^Fai^, ^at c^n alope coi^ti^qlp 
The "wayward ^wn^'i^iigs of the loftieat soul; 
That Heav'iily %I\ti that lights alone ^e road^ 
Beyond all Nature, up to Natip*e'3 God; 
And glows with lustre like a brilliant ray. 
To drive the glooni that sin ha^ caus'd aw^y ; 
But more than all, that highest, noblest plan. 
Where Christ is i^aid to die for mortal man, 
Groan pa a cross, an^ yield His vital breath# 
To steal tiie stins from him — ^the monster Death: 

> . I. < : • 1 - -O ... V ... , . - I - . - • f5 

Has fiU'd .his n:;^^ ^ 'cross that mind it flew, 
With thpu^aIld doubts, that rose fqr ever ne^ : 



And hard he struggled as his reason bold, 
Argu'd ^w^/^^tji^ ^ible> pages told ; 

£3 
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While God within, by voice of conscience Bpoke, 
And mock'd his reason, and its fancies broke; 
And hung" his sotd in wide suspense to choose. 
If to accept, or whether to refuse; 
And feel how dark is that poor mortal^s way. 
Whose path is lit not by a Heav'nly ray. 



But Oh! if 'midst the darkness of his mind. 
His heart by Pray'r, has sought the Truth to find ; 
These dkrken'd clouds, that once obscured his sky. 
Like misty-wreaths before his first bom sigh, — 
Have swept their course, and left his reason clear. 
His God to find, and hold his Bible dear. 



Ye happy souls ! who doubts have never known. 
As round ye knelt before Jehovah's throne ; 



t f 
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Whose lisjnng praise on zephyiHBighs have soa fd 
To Him by faith, whom ye on Earth adored; 
Ne'er envy him, however fisur his name ; 
Is borne trimnphant on the wings of fame; 
However loud his wond'roiis deeds may sound, 
If in his mind, a doubt of Truth be found ; 
That heav'nly cahn that lives within your mind^ 
And breathes a peace that none beside can find. 
Is worthy more, than Earth's most rapt'rous glow^ 
Or all the praise that Man can e'er bestow. 



Spirit of Pbay'r! when thou dost warm the hearl^ 
Then fame may fly, and' life itself depart; 
An earthly crown, a sceptre's widest sway. 
Look but the play-things of a Mortal's day; 



^ ^jmm c^ywA- 



And aU mj^fixf^ f^t Wmfif^ g9Q4 or^glJ^ 

Seem fit eloxxp «to ^weep l^peatjh ^}\x f^et^ 

Untrodden region^ ojpp b^or^ VWS^^f 

And fill our soul^, willi |lf^tui;9;'s wsmaa .^^Qjiaj^/ 

And holy ppf siQjIs Js^indF^ .^^ PPr iWgh, 

Revel in souls .t|^f^t ,l?NOjmd ^vf^iSfL ^^^fW5y> 

WhUe thrilling J^gatrtp j^iaj^p ^W^^ ^Wt ^^rx^f^r^ 

Mount on itjb^r P^x^; ^:B(^,to ore^ijjs^qf dgj;. 



And ye who^^Rort o^i 'Pl^^uif^^ siljkien m^ 
Or drink of joys that rise at Passion's spring; 
Watch wth ft z^t tl^e chai;m^ firopi thence th^t j^a^ 
And deeper drink p,t e^^ch returning draught; 
Make passion's joy, ypur pl^a^ui^e and yp^r goal, 
Aiid from itscijp^ip^icalieyftur ^^', 



'f 
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As in your youth with light elastic stepi 
You onward boigid, and turn from right t^ left, 
Through thousand mazes following on the road, 
To catch the smilings of the laughing-god; 
How oft a smile, a cool contemptuous sneer. 
Has curl'd your lip whene'er a Saint was near; 
(Name of reproach by foolish mortal's giv'n. 
But name of honor 'mong the ranks of Heav'n,) 
And you have look'd with high disdainful pride. 
As if to drive that Christian from your side; 
Could you that moment but have right compared. 
Your moral worth, with his at whom you sneer'd; 
Pull'd from your backs those robes of fashion^s huC; 
That fed your pride till more than proud you grew; 
Discarded manners whose fantastic ways. 
Had drawn fiom fools, an empty show'r of praise; 



f 



w «^»^y#»- c^¥w ^* 



If then p9i^»etefi9'd| i^jpuld p^ss'd wUh^oy a^yj 
That you may wungle in his joys, and sh^gre 
His hope of H^av^n; ^nd i^ Jfi& bliss of P^ATEau 



And ye bright A^gel^! whs fnom heights abfitvf^ 
Fly to our Globe, as messengers of loye| 
And watch i];itansely Earth's fa^itastic <ribej» 
As dowji they rush m Time'^ impel^uQus tid# ; 
Say, does npit FPOd^r chain you in suspei^e^ 
To see such folly and such lyant of seijiscj 
To view the madness th^t in Mortal's dm^eU, 
To ^rg^ l^em for^^^s to the |iam^ 9f 9^ i 
Rej^ tfa^ir Qod^ and His Almighty <^e. 
In folly Uve, nf»r tmt^ <^ )M^. 9f F¥4^1fm^ 



. ■ U' 
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But if withhi, the ^oiee of conscience spoke^ 
Arous'd the Man^ — and Edrth^s delusions bitflul; 
Be not dejected> thotgh with fiequeht (all, 
You bow ill rer^reiibe, and in feith you call; 
Let your petitions like a ceaseless sprihg, 
For ev«r flow, be evfer on the wing; 
Let sighs full eharg'd from passion's stron^^est Mwl, 
Ascend to prove the struggling of your soul; 
Let deepest gtx)ans, and all a mortal's fear,^ 
Rise to your God, bedew'd with sorrow's tettr; 
And let that liquid telescope the eye, 
.Sfikl floods of tears, weep on, be niever dry; 
Where'er you are, whate'er you else may do, ' 
E'er think of Ood, and kelsp your wants in tiew; 
Strongly determin'd, break through ^v'ry feei 
And till He bk88ed>---never let Him go* 
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And though His ear may seem afar to be^ 
As though He heard not, nor had pitied ye ; 
The softest sigh e'er launched upon the air. 
Each pearly tear, and least remember'd Pkay'r; 
Each swell of heart, that brought the rising groan. 
And ev'ry wish that up to Him had flown; 
By watching Angels, have been wafted there, 

I 

And breath'd in music to His list'ning ear; 

Nor in His mind, though Nature's hosts may cry. 

Will your petition unremembei-'d lie. ' 



Child of the Earth! and though thou long should'st 
weep. 
And hope exhausted, should be luU'd asleep; 
Nor surer travels at the morning's call. 
From yonder Sun^ towards this earthly ball. 
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Ten thousand rays immingrd in their sweep, 
T illume the Earth, and wanton o'er the deep; 
Than God's soft Mercy, soon shall stream on thee, 
Thy pardon breathe, and set thy spirit free. 



Nor uneonfin'd to time, event, or place, 
When least expected thou shalt see His face ; 
At noon-tide walk, or else when in thy room, 
In darkness curtain'd, by the midnight gloom, 
Thy heart shall bound, thine eye shall shed its tear, 
To find in truth, thy God is surely near; 
To find within sweet tokens warmly move; 
Emblems of Mercv, sureties of His love. 



But should'st thou not experience answer'd bliss, 
Blame not thy God, but blame thyself for this; 
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Say not of Him, — " His promises are vain f 
If God once speaks, His promise shall remain; 
And if that promise is applied to thee. 
To keep thy form, from all that ill can be; 
Nature around thee may with ruin moan, 
Rock with affright, and with destiuction groan ; 
The Stars commingling may in wild affright. 
Meet m mid-space, and burst like meteors* light; 
Till all Heav'n's concave glared with livid fire, 
And Nature stand one vast, one fun'ral pyre; 
Still undisturb'd might'st thou repose en Him, 
Gaze on the wreck, and smile upon the scene ; 
And as the wild-noise roll'd itself along, 
And Comets blaz'd, and Worlds to ruin throng, — 
Look up to Him, whose word is ever sure, 
And cry exulting " I am still secure." 



' CANTO II. PRAYEIU 63 



Yes, for our God to prove the boundless love 
He feels for Man, from His high throne above, 
Has in His word, declared that Mothers may (i> 
Forget their offspring, and the monster play; — 
A Mother's heart with rage may overflow, 
Stab her first-bom, and let his life-blood flow; 
Watch o'er his writhings with a tearless eye; 
And hear unmov*d his feeble dying cry; 
Gaze on his face with e'en a vacant stare. 
Whilst Death should fix his rank distortion there ; 
And view his limbs convuls'd yet more and more. 
Till Angels come, and all his pangs be o'er. 



But though a Monster lik^s to this be found 
To live, and breathe, and move on earthly ground, 

g2 
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Still, says our God, ''My promise' is secure, 
My given word for ever shall endure;** 
And none who try Him, can for ever say. 
One promise, unperform'd has pass'd away. 



If fervent Pray'r, and many a heart heav*d sigh 
To Mercy's throne, should still unanswered lie ; 
Go, scrutinize with the exactest care. 
What liv'd within when thou put'st up thy Pray'r; 
In God's own word, as in a mirror look, 
And judge thy heart by precepts from that book; 
God hears thy Pray'r, but will not heed the same 
Unless it bums with pure untainted flame; 
His mercy sought'st thou? and could'st thou the time 
Show want of mercy to a foe of thine? 
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If this thy act, though oft thy Pray'r preferr'd. 
No wonder Heav'n thy Pray*r hath never heard; 
For God alone shows mercy when He can. 
See man show mercy to his fellow man : 
Forgiveness sought'st thou? and could'st thou in spite 
Ruin the man, that ow'd to thee a mite ? 
If so, no wonder Heav'n refus'd thy sigh. 
For with it came the poor man*s plaintive cry; 
If to obey Heav'n's laws be not thy care. 
Expect not Heav'n to hear thy urgent Prayer. 



Angel of Mercy! stretch thy wings and show. 
Where Heav'n's soft Mercy shines with warmest glow; 
Where some bright proof, speaks loudest out the fdan. 
Of mercy. Heaven in goodness shows to man, 

gS 
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And let the object warm our hearts to share, 
Grateful emotions^ and the joy of Prater* 



Yes, well I knew the way thy flight would moifie, ■ 
And knew the object thou would'st urge for love; 
A dying Saviour, and a dying Thief, 
Praying to Him, to grant his soul relief; 
With half the breath that he had just before 
Mock*d on the Man, whom Heav'n and Earth adore ; 
Yet still no pains could dull His watchful ear, 
To list in. mercy to this Robber's Pray'r; 
He heard that Pray'r, He heard him breathe His 



name; — 



Kindrd in mercy, and approved the same; 

And 'midst the weight of Earth's tremendous sin, 

A Father's frown, and Hell's malignant din, 
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In mercy look*d^ and said, '^ This night with me, W 
Where Angels are, shalt thou most surely be; 
Landed on Canaan's peaceful happy shore, 
Where Death is felt, and Death is fear'd no more/' 



END OF CANTO 11. 



CANTO in. 



'*For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all nngodliness 
and unrighteousness of men, who hold the truth in unrighteousness ; 

Because that which may be known of God is manifest in them -, for 
•God hath showed it unto them. 

For the invisible things of him firom the creation of the worid are 
clearly seen, being understood by the things that are made, even his eter- 
nal power and Godhead ; so that they are without excuse : 

Because that, when they knew God they glorified ASm not as God, 
neidier were thankful ; but became vain in their imaginations, and their fool, 
ish heart was darkened. 

Professing themselves to be wise they became fools. 

And changed the glory of the uncorruptible God into an image made 
like to corruptible man, and to birds, and four footed beasts, and creeping 

things. 

« « • • • 

Who changed the truth of God into a lie, and worshipped and served 
the creature more than the Creator, who is blessed for ever. Amen." 

Romans i. Ch. 18,19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 6c 2d verses. 



ANALYSIS OF CANTO lU. 



The dttign of this third Canto is to exhibit the superioritj of the 
Chri8tifin*s Prejer, from the comfort and satisfaction that it leaves on his 
mind, to the Prayers offered by those, who are buried in the darkness of 
Pagan gloom. For this purpose it opens with a scene on the plains of 
Babylon on a beautiful moonlight night; where amidst surrounding trees 
and mantled over with the climbing ivy a tower is seen, at whose half 
opened door stands one of the Magi — A description of him — The workings 
of his-mind supposed — ^The object of his gaze — He prays — His prayer 
— The effect of this pnijrer on his mind — * * The Scenery then changes 
to Greece — The opening morning — I'he reflections which men are inclined 
to make on awaking — The varied feelings, views, and fortunes vnth which 
men emerge from out of the forgetfulness of sleep— Description of the morn- 
ing shedding its first beams upon the city of Athens — A description of the 
feast of Bacchus — As the men and women rush along in their masquerades, 
one of Socrates' scholars stands aloof from the crowd — His thoughts on 
the scene of madness before him — His doubts, as it regards the truth of a 
system, that could tolerate such wanton depravity — He invokes the spirit 
of his Master, to come and set his mind at rest upon the subject — **The 
scene changes to India — Mid-day described — A devotee introduced — ^His 



mode of torture, as a means of propitiating his God — ^A vision of futurity 
— ^The conversion of India to Christianity hailed — ^An invocation to some 
of the Missionaries who have, and still are connected, with the spreading 
of the gospel in India — * * The scene again changes to England — ^The 
Moon spreading her cold beams over a wide and hanen moor — ^A cottage 
— ^The master intn^duced — ^The Master a christian — ^His enjo3^ent at the 
close of day — ^The views of futuriQr the Bible unfolds to his enraptured 
vision — ^The experimental ^^roofthathe realizes of the truth ofChristiamty 
arising from the peace, and vivid joy that it imparts tp his mind. 



CANTO III* 



r 

Tis nighty on Babylonia's smiling plains; 
The Moon is up, and silence softly reigns; 
And not across the blue extended sky, 
Does e'en a cloud of fleecy texture fly; 
Nor aught but glory meets our wond'ring eyes 
In dreamy softness streaming through the skies: 
The cooling air in softest zephyrs play, 
And gently fans the heat of day away, 

H 

* Should any reader be unacquainted with Oriental M3rtIiolog7, he had 
better firat read the notes appended to this Canto. 
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Chanting in gambols as they onward fly, 

To sleeping day, a soothing lullaby; 

And bearing onward sweetly scented dew, . 

Stolen from plants that there in thousands grew. 



Tis silence all; — except along the ground, 
There gently steals that soft mysterious sound, 
Which, as it vibrates on the list'ning ear, 
Kindles emotions Ttin to hallow'd fear; — 
We softly breathe, our breast we know not why. 
Feels touch'd with sadness and with sympathy; 
And Fancy whispers, that the sound is praise, 
Those distant spheres, to God their Maker raise; 
And well it may be, for they look so fair. 
As if to praise Him they were floating there; 
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They seem to shine and glow their s6fitest beam^ 
And dreamy lights alone in praise of Him. 



And thus it was;— the trees in silence stood, 
Nor mov^d a leaf along the bordering wood ; 
Save when a Spirit thither softly fled, 
That once had liv^d, but now slept with the dead; 
And then the leaves just gently fann'd the air, 
To show that some aerial form was there; 
And gentle shadows 'cross the velvet green, 
Were softly pencil'd by pale Cynthia's beam. 
Inviting Fancy there her skill to try. 
Give them a form, and shapes of air descry ; 
The cloudless Heav'n and gentle balmy air 
Spoke this an hour — the sweetest hour for Pray'r. 
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And by a tow'r with ivy mantrd o'er, W 
In thoughtful silence leaning 'gainst the door, 

m 

Which open'd half, expos'd within the same^ 
The dancing brightness of some lambent flame; 
A Magian stood, with keen directed eye, 
In musing chain'd to yoA full orbed sky; 
Dress'd in a robe, that in its folds complete, 
Enwrapt his fonn, and touch'd his sandall'd feet; 
And round the waist a girdle staid the same, 
On which was writ each sign of Zodiac's name. 



Not many years had yet pass'd o'er his head. 
Still from his face the bloom of youth had fled ; 
His polish'd brow was cluster'd round with hair, 
While thought itself look'd seated brooding there ; 
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And in the workings of his speaking face. 

Some hidden sorrow, seem'd its marks to trace; 

And from his eye there gleam'd a stream of fire, 

Nor spoke of love, nor yet of deep felt ire, 

But thought, deep thought, and musing's nought could 

kill. 
That stirr'd his soul, and sway'd his mighty will. 



And there he stood — alone — far from the crowd. 
Whose noisy mirth is ever rais'd aloud; 
Who without thought, their reckless courses fly; 
And without fear, then lay them down and die; 
Ne'er turn a thought amidst their wayward strife, 
If ai^ht will come when they have done with life; 
But live their days, and feel alone one care. 
How they through life may all life's pleasures share. 
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But not so he; — 'tis true amidst this throng^ 
He once had mov'd, and heard the syren's song 
Of wanton Pleasure, with her wiles so dear, 
And honey 'd voice, breathe softly in his ear; 
But instant only she had woo'd his heart, 
A thought was there, — that thought would ne'er depart; 
And Oh ! that thought to Pleasure's smiling sea; 
Was greatest foe, that foe could ever be. 



He once had bask'd,'neath all that courts could bring. 
In the great Palace of a Persian king; 
But courtly joys his bosom could not share. 
That breast was fiU'd, — but fiU'd with silent care; 
The proudest courtier did his form but see 
When holy rev'rence made him bend his knee : 
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Whene'er he i^x^ey all voioes then were Btilli 
His voice was sacred, and a law his will ; 
But still he sicken'd, still he pin'd with care. 
His heart was sad, for Oh! this thought was there, 
That seem'd to play like some pestiferous breath, 
That moan'd arouiid, and sigh*d forth nought but 
—"Death.'* 



What is that word? what means that dreaded thing? 
Whence comes it here? to men what does it bring? 
Before whose frown the stoutest Hero quails; 
And strength itself before hU breathing fails; 
And beauty withers, loses ev'ry charm, 
And quickly turns a loathsome putrid form; 
And Grace puts off her blandishments so light. 
Dims her quick eye, and sinks to shades of night. 
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What is this Monster ? ah ! the Bible tells^ 
Shows him unmask'd, and ev^ry doubt dispels^ 
And aids a mortal enter nobly bravei 
Into the confines of the murky grave; 
Dispels the gloom before the prison door, 
And shows therein a ray from Canaan's shore^ 
Beyond its darkness^ points the trembling eye^ 
To happier shores, where Death himself shall die. 



But not to him was e'er a Bible giv'n, 
To light his path, and show the way to Heav'n; 
He thought of Death — and what that death would bring. 
For death unknown was arm'd with sharpest sting; 
To what far shores of darkness, or of day. 
Would this dread monster bear his soul away. 
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He wish'd to tiiink his creed was true and fair^ 
That Heav'n's commands could be discovered there; 
That all those doctrines, which so well he knew. 
So oft had studied^ and to which he flew — 
When thoughts of death, and death's eternal sea, 
Harrow'd his soul to deepest misery, — 
Were truths that had ftom God's own voice (mce Cixne, 
Truths that his soul might rest securely on ; 
But yet a thought had crept within his breast, 
Rankl'd his heart, and stole his bosom's rest. 
That all Ihis creed, was but a sickly gleam, 
No ray of Heav'n, but man's delusive dream: 
Nor did his soul whene'er his Pray'rs would flow. 
Feel answer'd bliss, or Heav'n's enraptur'd glow ; 
No Heav'n bom Faith, kept hov'ring o'er his soul, 
To prove that Heav'n did all his Pray£Rs control. 
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And that each tear-drop bursting from his eye. 
And ev^ry sob, were wafted to the sky. 



And there he stood, — his vision roving far, . 
Through Heav'n's bright concave, to each Mazing star; 
The magic scene, the hour of silent rest, 
Stole not unheeded on his troubM breast ; 
The breezy-winds that fann'd his fever'd form, 
The vaulted sky, with all its moonlight charm. 
Touched his full soul, and woke this feeling there, — 
''That 'boveall hours, Ais was the hour for Prayer." 



And who can view a calm and peaceful sky. 
When through its vaults the Moon's pale light-beams fly. 
And not have feelings wake within his soul. 
Sad, undefln'd, which he cannot control? 
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There is a softness in that dreamy gleam. 
Unnerves the heart, and wakes some sombre dream : 
The Wanderer's eye where'er he then might roam, 
Turns wistfully to his forsaken home; 
And childish scenes, and many a happy day. 
That there were pass'd with those he lov'd away, 
Crowd through his mind, as on his way he hies. 
Till home and friends, seem bursting on his eyes. 



And he whose heart. has long o'er troubles hung, 
By Fortune cross'd, and by Deceivers wrung; • 
Who still has nerv'd, (by pride's imperious sway,) 
His heart to drive all soften'd thoughts away; — 
Gazes, till all this pride and hardness flies, 
Till tear-drops gush from out his glist'ning eyes. 
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And Hope once more its glowing vision plays, 
Of truer friends, and brighter, happier days. * i ' .. a 

fj 
But more than all this soften'd, dreamy gleam. 
Will lead men's thoughts away from Earth to Hear'n ; 
And those who never breathe to Heaven a vow, ^ 
At Mercy's footstool never, never bow; 
Have felt such feelings wake within their soul, 
Stir in their breasts, which they could not control; 
That as they stood and gaz'd with rapture there. 
They look'd to Heav'n, and breath'd to Heav'n a Pra y'r. 



And there he stood ; — and from his trembling breast^ 
His hand he took, and to his lips he prest. 
And then in anguish towards the radiant sky. 
With rev'rence deep he mov'd his hand on high ; 
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"What are these globes^ does Deity hve there? 
And if He does, does He regard my Prayer?" 
Were burning thoughts that stole across his mind. 
Whose truth or falsehood much he wish'd to find;- 
" Whence came I here, and whether do I go. 
Are doubts I feel, but doubts I ne'er can know; 
Oh ! that I could one moment wing my way, 
To yonder Orb, and hear what she would say. 
To steal from thence one ray of light to cheer. 
My heart from sadness, and my breast from fear/' 



And thus he thought, and thus in anguish spoke. 
Then knelt in Pray'r his kitid god to invoke. 
And breathe intensely all his heart felt care. 
In hopes that god would hear and answer Prayer. 
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*' Immortal Yazden ! God of Gods ! 
King of Kings ! and Lord of Lords! 
And whatever else thou art! 
Speak Oh! speak thou to my heart! 
Let me feel thy wondrous mighty 

Stirring in this soul of mine ! 
Let me see what creed is rights 

What is not and what is thine ! 



Whether dost thou hide thy face? 
I have sought thy form to trace, — 
Sought it in the earth and air; 

Sought it in the glowing skies, 

But in darkness still it lies! 
Canst thou see my anxious care? 
Canst thou hear my warmest Prayer ? 
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Canst thou hear my sighs arise? 

Dost thou hear each heavy groan ? 
Or behold these streaming eyes ? 

Where is thy Ahnighty's throne? 



Oh! thou God, if God thou be ! 
In thy mercy look on me I 
Teach my anxious heart the way, 
How I may thy laws obey ! 
Say ! where can these laws be found ? 
Are they known on earthly ground? 
What is matter? what is mind ? 
Mysteries deep I cannot find ? 
Say! whence came I? whither go? 
Mighty Yazden deign to show : 
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But if Yazden be not Lord, 
If on high there lives a God; — 

Spirit! wheresoever thou art! 
In the Moon or in the Sun! 

Speak Oh! speak thou to my heart! 
Let thy mighty will be done! 
I adjure thy holy name, 
By the Fire's most sacred flame! " 



Thus incoherent, and with heart felt care. 
In burning anguish breath'd he forth his Pray'r; 
But felt no glow then on his soul conferr'd. 
To prove that Heav'n had his petitions heard ; 
Then stole to mourn within the opening door. 
Where oft in anguish he had mourn'd before. 
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The scene is chaiig'd. — O'er Greece's glmous maii^ 
Stars dim their light, and day begins to reign; 
And from the eastern battlements now fly, 
Ten thousand rays that sweep along the sky; 
The pearly dew hangs glitt'ring on the trees. 
And softly blowing — glides the morning breeze; 
The woody songsters tune their notes again, 
Wing o'er the Earth, and breathe their melting strain. 
And gilded insects buzzing through the air. 
Of nature's bliss enjoy their rightful share; 
While rippling streams curl up their waves in haste. 
To kiss the beams that wanton o'er their face. 



And men awake, and from their slumbers rise 
To meet the day, that comes— is past — and dies;. 
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To hunt for PleasTure that witb miset^s care. 
Doles out to each his unsubstantial share; 
To think on hours that long have passed tiway. 
Mourn o*er their course, yet live the same taday; 
Mourn o'er the thought how foolish life has flown. 
Yet dream of life, as life is never known. 



With what new feelings, and what varied views, 
Man after sleep again his life renews; 
Who has not thought, — as through a city's street. 
At quiet midnight he has tum'd his feet, 
And heard the mimic echo's dreary sound 
Repeat his steps as o'er he trac'd the ground ; 
Among what varied mortals then he stray'd. 
Who now alike were in supineness laid ? 
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When morning beams should drive their sleep away> 
What different feelings then would hail the day; 
Misfortune's face would sicken at the sights 
Look through its hours and long again for night; — 
Ambition rais'd would nerve his potent arm^ 
And onwards dash to seize his fancied charm;- 
And Lovers' hearts would sigh to think on those. 
Who blest their visions in their night's repose ; — \ 
Here a proud noble rises in his pride, 
With all Earth's luxuries groaning by his side; 
And there a beggar from his straw, again 
Wakes to feel hunger, cold, neglect, and pain. 
Nor knows as on he drags his weary tread. 
Where, through the day to gain his scanty bread : 
And oft 'tis hail'd with joy as night rolls past. 
By those to whom it proves on Earth the last. 
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For ere the sun has sunk in western sky — 

Their hearts shall freeze, and they shall lifeless lie. 



And now 'tis mom, a mom of lovely hue, 
Nothing but Rapture streams through nature's view ; 
While new bom Spring, sits smiling in her mirth, 
Pleas'd with the beauty of the teeming Earth : 
And varied plants, their thousand shades assume, 
Lit by the sun, and breathe their sweet perfume . 



And such is Nature, such the face she wears, 
While in her midst, a city nobly rears 
Its stately walls, and temple's proudly high — 
Which Storm's fierce blast, and Time alike defy; 
Oh ! that the peace that smiled all Nature round, 
Within her walls could be but coldly found ; — 
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Faint peace iff there; her people like the surge 
Of Ocean's biUows, and her dismal dirge. 
Seem ever toss'd with turbulence and strife. 
As if they aim'd to blast the joys of life. 



And well it may be, since from her is flown 
Ejiowledge of Heaven and HeavVs Eternal Throne ; 
There gods are worshipped made with human hands. 
There men are bound in Satan's closest bands; 
And all seem chain'd by some Eternal fate, 
Evil to bless, and Virtue's guidance hate. 



And such the city, Athens is her name, 
Now gaz'd upon, looks dress'd in living flame ; 
As o'er her towers the mingled light-beams play. 
In frisky gambols to the opening day. 
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But hark! what strange discordant sounds arise. 
Float through the air, and fill the list'ning skies; 
Tis the mad sounds that rise at Bacchus' feast, W 
When men and women cloath themselves like beast; 
See ! in their madness how they wUdly run, 
Mimic the drunkard, and the drunkard's fun; 
Nor men alone, but women loudly roar. 
Invoking him the god they now adore; 

« 

Put off all guise of modesty and shame. 
In wanton antics, court a wanton flapoie; 
TiU Athens aU, firom high to lowest class. 
Look but one mingl'd, drunken, wanton mass. 



Such is the scene; a youth now steps aside. 
With musing eye to view the masked tide; 
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An humble student was he in the school^ 
Where Socrates when living had the rule; 
And there he stands to watch the countless throngft, 
Clad in their skins, and roaring wanton Bong.,. 
With all the madness that in wide display. 
Revels unblush'd at 'fore the opening day. 



Nor long he stands ; he feels his heart grow faint^ 
And flies away to breathe his sad complaint ; 
Gains solitude and gives his passions vent ; 
What is this life? Why are we hither sent? 
Can all the madness that has sham'd this day. 
Be laws of God, which mortals must obey? 
Can all the wanton mirth I now have seen 
Be road through Earth, to lead the soul to Heav'n ? 
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Can this be virtue? This be holy guise, 

By which men's souls to blest Elysium rise? 

And can religion to us mortals bring 

Obscener thoughts? and look so vile a thing? 

Oh! suiely not;— for thoughts that will not rest, 

Condemn these actions in such madness drest; 

Stir in my breast, and seem aloud to say. 

From euch vile sights, Indignant haste away : 

What are these thoughts? how came they in my souP 

Thoughts over which I cannot gain control; 

That spite of me will force themselves a vent, 

Now to approve, and now to make complaint ; 

As if some mind besides my own was there, 

To warn my soul from ev'ry hurtful snare. 

Is there a Heav'n above this earthly clod ? 

And in that Heav'n does Bacchus reign a god ? 
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Or, are our gods the image of some trance? 
And all this Earth the work of fickle chance? 



Oh ! speak my Master, numbered vnth the dead. 
Where is thy spirit in her wand'rings fled? 
On some soft region o'er Earth's boundless. shore, 
In airy shape till Time shall be no more, 
Does she repose throughout the lengthened day ? 
Or mix'd with others glide in airy play? 
Or else on pinions wing'd a heav'nly track? — 
Oh ! come my Master! come in mercy back ! 
Dispel these doubts that rise within my breast! 
And set my thoughts, my troubl'd thoughts at rest!" 



And thus his doubts in quick succession swell. 
Without one ray the darkness to dispel ; 
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All — all was gloomy, for no guide was there, 
To teach of God, Eternity, and Pray'r; 
No voice to speak, and softly whisp'ring say,— 
" This is the road that leads to realms of day." 



Friends of the Ancients ! who would fidn declare 
Their creed as noble as the Christianas share; 
Who loudly scoff at that all-glorious light, 
That flash'd from Heay'n amidst this murky night; 
And through the darkness beam'd its radiant way, 
A light from God, from Heav'n the dawn of day; 
That rose in brightness, and shall set no more. 
Till its bright beams have spread from shore to shore; 
And ev'ry mortal that blest prize has tried. 
For which a Saviour groan'd, and bled, and died; 
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Say! are these men who now, disguis'd like beast, 
Roar out their madness, at this drunken feast ; 
Are these the champions you would vainly bring. 
To make the Christian look a worthless thing? 
These BacchanaUans they with whom you side, 
Your vaunted heroes, source of all your pride ? 
As well may darkness with the light compare ; 
Forms of disgust, with forms surpassing fair ; 
As well may pain in hottest torments drest. 
Rival the joy of men supremely blest; 
Sweet flow'ry nieads compared to barren moor. 
Or stagnant pools, to Ocean's boundless shore ; 
As these may vie with them who proudly stand. 
Children of God, and Heav'n's immortal band. 
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The scene is chang'd to India's dustant niismdy 
Where monsoon's blast sweeps o'er the burmng land ; 
Tis mid-day there ; the scorching sun is high. 
All nature droops as if about to die; 
The cool wkids slumb'ring lie upon the deep, 
Nurs'd ia repose, at eve the shore to sweep; 
A land it seems to quench Death's fierce desire, 
Where plagues are nurs'd, and breathe their noxious fire, 
Soon brought to life, and then with sweeping haste, 
Borne o'er the land, the human race to waste ; 
Till teeming cities^ and the spreading plain. 
By Death are swept, and silence left to reign. 



Now rack'd, and writhing with his death-like pangs. 
From a high cross a man suspended hangs ; 
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The scorching air, with hottest fury fed, 

In fiery gambols plays around his head ; ? ; ^ ^ 

And burning rays in anger take their part, 

Strike on his form like Heav'n's aven^ng dart ; 

9 
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While through his back a hook is firmly thrust. 
By which he hangs, from which he seems to burst ; 
His swollen eye-balls from their sockets start; 
His blood flows mantling backward to his heart ; 
Aud thus he hangs, his fancied gods to please. 
In hopes his anguish will their wrath appease; 
And gain from them, what oft he ask'd in Pbay'r, 
Their constant love, and their continu'd care. > 



Oh! ye bright angels ! who from yonder sky, 
Watch mortals' wants, and oft repeat their cry ; 
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Say ! does not somow in your bosoms creep^ 
And if ye can, ye surely then must weep ; — 
To see poor man on Pagan error tost ; 
Rack'd by its rites, and by its madness lost 



Futurity ! before my searching eye 
Unrobe thyself; and make thy dark clouds fly ; — 
The misty mantle, dark, and dense, and deep. 
That hides thy form, and forces man to weep. 
At all the ills which Fancy harrows up, ; 
Presents to him, and cries, — " This is the cup 
That dread Futurity shall bring to thee," 
This mantle drop that I thy scenes may see ! 



Deep in thy mists I push my piercing ken ; — 
Angels rejoice! and mortals cry Amen! 
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There is a visKHi meets my woad'ruag. eyes, 
Sound it on Earth ! and waft ii to the skies ! 
Behold I see ! — as. back the iBist» recoil. 
The joy of Earthy and Heav'a's Tictorious spoil ; 
A mighty plain whose bounds no eye can- reach, 
And men m number as the sandy beach, 
Milliona om millions, stand enniiptur'd there ;, — 
Behold I see ! — ^they sink in solemn Prayeb. 



Lo ! in the midst a mighty pile there staodB, 
Of all the gods that curs'd Earth's guilty kuds^; 
Those chisel'd blocks, so dressfd in Beauty'B fovBat, 
That as men gaz*d, they look'd alive and warm;i 
And as around them they put up their Pray'r, 
The fancied god seem'd liatning, smiling there; 
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Idols from Egypt^ India, Greece, and Rome, 
Of gold, and wood, and brass, and polish'd stone; 
Together thrown in wild confusion lie, 
A mighty mass, high tow'ring to the sky. 



See ! all the milUons that together kneel, 
Hark! how their Pray'rs to Heav'n in murmurs steal ; 
'• Thou God of Heav'n in mercy lend Thy ear, 
Accept the offering we would give Thee here; 
The last burnt-offering, that shall ever rise, 
To waft from Earth its incense to the skies ; 
Thou God accept it, (loud their voices swell,) 
As trophies capthr'd from the Prince of Hell !" 

And now behold!' as up their Pray'rs arise, 
A mJghty cloud comes darkening all the skies. 
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And o'er the pile it hangs its awfiil way^ [ M 

While thunders roll, and vivid lightnings play;, ,. ./ ; > v 
See! ev'ry eye is chaia'd to that dread scene f 
How loud the thunders — ^wild the lightnings gleam. !---' 
The mists recoil^ and from their inmost part 
One forked flame, as Heaven's avenging dart. 
Sweeps through tiie air, and with vindictive ire. 
Strikes the curs'4 pile, and all is blazing flr^;^ » 

And as the flames with fury curl on high. 
Those millions shout, with one exulting cry,— 
" Glory to God, let all His foes be slain; 
He is oUr God, and He alone shall reign/' 



Amidst this shout, as through the air it rends. 
The fiery cloud in glory now ascends ; 
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Hark ! as it rises what sweet voices sing ;«*- 
'' Glory to God, and happiness to men, 
The last fierce flames of Heav'n's vindictive ire 
Has spent itself, in this consuming fire; 
Henceforth shall peace, and holiness, and love. 
Reign here on Earth, as now it reigns above; 
Glory to God.** I still can hear them say, 
Till the sweet notes in distance die away. 

India ! thy tribes shall learn at length to know. 
And prize the mercies that to Christians flow ; 
The Gospel gale shall sweep along thy shore, 
Play o'er thy lands^ and Budha be no more ; 
Instead of Pagan rites of horrid taste 
That rack thy tribes, and all thy cities waste. 
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The soft still sound of Mercy, and of Pray'b, - ? iit U 

Shall from thee rise, and float along the air ; . '/; > •• '" 

From scented groves, whose spicy odours ply ^ '^ I-'* 

Their sweets around, and with thy breezes fly ; 

Shall mingl'd waft, a sweeter still than this, ^ 

A Brahman's Pray'r, a Brahman's evening bliss; . 

Already dawns the bright refulgent day. 

Its glimmering beams, upon thy moimtains play ; ; 

Capp'd with the light their crested summits shine. 

And prove the light a light from Heav'n divine. 

And gently rising, down their sloping height • 

Shall stream this glory all refulgent bright; ' : • * 

Until each valley, nook, and corner there, >; { r> ?'^ 

Lit by its beams, shall shall shine resplendent fair;?/! - '• : 

And Heav'nly mercies from Jehovah's hand. 

Like evening dew, shall bless thy thirsty land. 






CAVTO im. PRAYER. 100 



Hail! noble lieber! now on Earth no more. 
And Carey left to teach the gospel lore! 
Hail ! sainted Ward ! whose soul to Heav'n is flown. 
And Marshman left to make the gospel known ! (^^ 
When great Napoleon^s proud imperious name, 
That sweeps so lordly down the stream of fame; 
In after ages shall accursed be ; 
His bloody wani, and bloody victory ; — 
Thy sainted names shall be preserv'd with care, 
And breathed in music, float along die air; 
Fathers to sons shall grateful tell each name. 
And bless the love that spread the gospel flame ; 
And bless each heart that left his native home. 
O'er India's strand and burning climes to roam; 
To preach His cross ; — ^His banner to unftirl^ 
Who came fiom Heav'n to save a guilty world. 
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The scene is changed to Albion's happy shore^ 
Upon a dreary and extended moor : — 
The day is past^ again 'tis hour of night, 
The Moon is shining with her softest light;—: 
Upon the moor a turf built cottage stands; 
Its Master loves, and does his God's commands;-— 
His toil is over and his work is done, 
His evening task, and evening bliss begun ; 
A well thumb 'd Bible on the table lies. 
O'er which delighted pore his eager eyes; 
And as he reads, his soul would seem to vie. 
With heav'nly bliss like angels feel on high ; — 
He is not rich, and has no lofty name 
To live a moment on the breath of Fame ; 
He oft has wants, is poor, and oft is sad. 
But Oh ! this Bible makes his bosom glad; 
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He looks athwart the little stream of life, , 
And sees the end of each perplexing strife ; 
There brightly dawns that blest and happy day. 
When God shall wipe his ev'ry tear away ; — 
And as his hearty his simple heart in love^ 
Warms o'er the rapture of the blest above ; 
With thrilling pleasure through his breast it flies. 
Gashes in softness from his streaming eyes ; 
Streams through his heart awaking Faith's desire. 
And lights his soul with pure devotion's fire. 



Nor need he J;hen the Critic's careful scan, 
To prove the Bible homes from Heav'n to man; 
A solemn promise on its front is made, 
Whoever seeks shall find the living bread ; 
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Not like the Critic in kimself confide, 

I 

But with the meeknesfl of the little child ; 

While Critics seek, and ne'er the Truth can yiew. 

He sought, and found, and feels the blessing true. 



ENn Olf CANTO IM. 






CAI^TO IV. 



1.3 



''Nature attend! join every living soul. 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky ; 
In adoration join ! and ardent, raise 
One general song to Hipi ! " Thomsoit. 



ANALYSIS OF CANTO IV. 



This Canto opens with an invocation to the Deitj for His guidance, 
that the subject maj produce a proper effect — God*s omnipresence — 
The universalily of woe in the heart of man — ^The rapture derived firom 
the consideration, that God is ever looking with an eye of paternal re- 
gard onus, and will if sought by Praysb remove this sonow — Within 
the cells of the Inquisition, amidst every horror, Pratbr has been 
fvafted to God, and answered by His sustaining power — ^The mystery 
of Providence, which shall be removed hereafter — ^the nobleness of that 
man who conquers the evU dispositions of his heart — Greenland — A. 
Missionary leaving his native home — ^The Sabbath — Although God can 
be sought by Prayer every where, yet. His temple is the place where 
He more frequently gives to man the brightest displays of His love— 
The pleasure of beholding a multitude of people congregated together 
without any distinction, offering up their praises to God — Outward ap- 
pearance of devotion often deceptive, God looks to the heart — Evening 
Prater — God supposed turning with anger from impious kiags, to hear 
these Praters firom His childr^i— Infants' Prater — A morning scene 
— ^The Christian's morning Prayer — ^This not the only time for his de- 
votions, the evening appropriated to the same purpose — Spirits who 
have left this world supposed to be watching around the supjdiant, to 
bear his Prayer to the throne of God. 
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Almiglity God ! as on my meabett loIl 
To sing of Prat^^ do Then kispBre my floul;*- 
Flash through my heart the faintest cay of Thine^ 
My song shall ioar; md pfOTO a song divine; 
Here shall it glide as water gently flovs> 
And hill the heart to feel a soft repose ^ 
And then shall flash like lightning's^ Tirid flaaey 
And sound the thunders of Thy awful name 
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Sweep musing o*er the charms of nature's face. 
Thy bounteous hand, Thy watchful love to trace ; 
And steal from hearts a love for this lliy care, 
A song of Praise — and Rapture's warmest Prayer ! 



Say ! breezy-winds that sweep great Ocean's shore. 
The mountain tops, and wide extended moor ;— ^ 
Say ! gentle Moon, who oft through lingering night 
Play'st o'er the Earth thy mellow rays of light;— * 
And thou bright Sun, whose presence drives away 
Night's sable hues, for rosy tints of day ; — 
Ye distant Stars, whose wide extended sheen, 
From this our globe, a point of light is seen ; — 
And worlds beyond whose light though fast it pours • 
Through Nature's space, not yet have reach'd our shores; 
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Ye Winds and Worlds ! in language speak and say, 
Where'er you fly, through all your boundless way ; 
Is there a spot in Heav'n — in Earth — through Air, 
Where God is not tor mark the rising Prayer ? 



Let Fancy's eye through all the nations roam. 

From lordly Monarchs on their mighty throne. 

To meanest Beggar, when life's purple tide 

Chills with Death's /touch, upon the grass bank's side; — ^ 

From Eskimaux in savage ign'rance found, 

To him who Albion calls his native ground ; 

Through ev'ry breast let Fancy's vision pour. 

And sweep through souls, where nought is cover'd o'er ; 

And Oh ! no breast throughout the mighty whole 

Will then be found exempt from pain's control ; 
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Whatever smilea may play for oatward dio^. 
Within, some ftitt'dng speaks of heart-tfelt ivoe)-^ 
Some murky AovUbi, or gloomy 4iiought ia tftcjre. 
To mark that bieast a seat of pai& and care. 

Hail rapt'roua thought I that whfle eadk liuman ktteuA 
Flutters with pain, and aching h>nga for rest; 
While through each heart there often shoelB a tkroa 
Of po^nant smart, and hard conflicting woe ; 
While heaving bosoms oft.in. asguiah riae» 
And liquid sorrow, streams from awoUen eyes ;-— 
In smiling mercy sits a God above. 
Who looks on all and smiles paternal love; % ^ ^ h: ^f 

Whose ear detects the undijlating wr, -■^'-V' 

In motion set by some half broken Pra y'b ; w ;l 
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Those watchfiil eyes that never sleep descry, 
The half-heav'd breast that vents its trembling sigh ; 
No matter wher^ for God is ever near 
To luU eax;h sonrowi and to soothe each fear; 
And while the S (NNER stands with fear aghast, 
As rovnd his form, He sweeps His angry blast ; 
The good man knows, and prizes right His care. 
Which oft he seeks, and oft he finds by Prater. 



Within those walls that Hell on Earth ha6 built, 
Where Christian's blood by imp-like men is spilt ; 
8<tytM, Holt Rome's iNQtrisrroRiAl BoARb, 
Where dy'd with blood hangs Hdl's vindictive swore' 
Within whose cell, no ray of HeaVh appears. 
To dry the walls, bedew'd wrflx floods of tes(^ 

M 
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Where miDgl'd with the damp and noxious air, 

Fancy oft hears the waitings of Despair; 

And fitful flame with blood-like redness flares^ 

And from the walls the murder'd Spectre glares ;~ 

Where ev'ry spot is dy'd with gory stain^ 

To chill with Death — each creeping— quivering v«n j 

'Midst all these horrors^ Oh! how oft arose^ 

The Pray'r to God from hearts that wish'd repose; 

They felt cut off from ev'ry earthly tie; 

And knew that shortly they were doom'd to die ; 

But yet they felt that God was near them too. 

Whose pow^r could bear them noble conquerors through; 

And whilst those wretches, slaves to ev^ry lust, 

(Whose names are cursed, though they sleep in dust>) 

Within their den, applied the horrid rack W 

That stretch'd the limbs, and left each muscle slack ; 
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Screwed ey'ry joints as far as screw could strain. 

While cold sweat dropp'd, and spoke the victim's pain; 

Or else, before a fierce and raging heat, 

In cage prepared, they broil'd the sufFVer's feet; 

While by his side a Wretch would stand to show^ 

Without his death, how far their rage may go; — 

And then unpitied, and unmov'd — again 

Dragg'd back the suff 'rer to his noxious den. 

Oh! then immix'd with groans that fill'd the air. 

To God arose the voice-imutter'd Pray'r ; 

And though uniitter'd, still that Pray'r has brought 

The help he ask'd for; peace he hardly sought: 

And when at length to end their hellish ire, 

His mangl'd limbs like fuel feed the fire ; 

As round his form, the wanton flames then ply, 

r 

He feels 'tis bliss the Martyr's death to die; — 

M 
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With thrill of joy he leaps from out his clay, 
Mounts on his Prayer, and soars to realms of day. 



Mysterious God I what darkness hides Thy throne^ 
Thy ways to mortals lie obscured, unknown ; 
Where'er we look the moral Earth appeals, 
A chaos wild, where Heav'n ne'er interferes; 
The wicked rise, and rule with lordly sway. 
The good neglected, sink, and pine away ; 
There Error stalks with head of hydra form. 
To good men breathing terror and alarm; 
Here vilest nonsense that the heart can think. 
Spouts forth its dogmas, forcing Truth to shrink ;-~ 
But Oh I this scene that now so rudely lies. 
Shall dress'd in beauty stand before our eyes ; 



CANTO IV. PRAYER. 125 



Like to the daub that looks so rude to you^ 
Without design, without an end in yiew ; 
Till touches here and there clear up the whole, 
And give the picture life, design, and soul; — 
So, when beside the crystal fountain's play. 
In Heav*n above we bask our day away; 
Shall God touch up this moral scene below. 
Till ev'ry shade with beauteous tints shall glow ;- 
And oft events in wliich He seem'd unkind, 
like master-strokes, shall burst upon our mind ) 
And show that He of providence was soul. 
To guide its course, and all its ways control. 



Hail! noble soul! a mightier conqueror far. 
Than he who gains a laurel'd crown from war;- 

m3 
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Thy battles fought were harder to be won, 

Than victories gain'd where seas of blood have mn; 

Where dire revenge ne'er rankles in thy breast, ^ 

Nor foamy billows roar to break thy rest; 

When foes oflPend, thy soul forgiveness shows, 

And all within lies hush'd in calm repose ; 

Each act unkind, each word that makes thee smart. 

Rears no revenge within thy christian heart ; 

But pity mingles with forgiveness there, — 

Sighs o'er thy foes, and breathes for them a Pbay'h, 



. .# 



Lo ! at the pole where Boreas keeps his throne. 
And plays his winds in one continued moan j . 
Through many months where he, the god of day, 
'Neath the horizon hides his. face away; 
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Where Ocean's waves to icy mountains grow, 
And all the land lies clad in vest of snow ; 
Here Greenland's sons immur'd within their cot^ 
By winters waste can bless the happy spot ; — 
And while the winds their hollow meanings pour^ 
O'er all the land, and sweep great Ocean's shore; 
While Desolation seems to make his lair, 
And unoppos'd reign sov'reign master there ; 
As softest music where but discord rose, 
Glides smoothly through, and dies with ling'ring close ;- 
So 'midst this howl, the sweetest notes arise 
In trem'lous joy, and wing them to the skies; 
And Greenland's sons amidst their land of snow. 
Will list of God, till warm'd by raptures glow. 
They feel His love, and grateful own His care. 
Sing songs of praise, and breathe devotion's Pray'r. 
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See! on the beach with musing in hia eye^, 

Stands one about his native shores to fly ; 

And by his side, his mother weeping, sighs 

Blessings on him, who from her bosom flies ; 
A much lov'd sister weeps and sobs with pain. 

To part, she fears, no more to meet again ; 

Till they shall meet upon Heav'n's happy shore, 

In blissful joy to part again no more : 

Nature, (an instant as the mQments wear. 

When from these lov'd ones he himself must tear,) 

Will speak her woe, and o'er his features fly. 

Heave up his breast, and gem his anxious eye. 

A pilgrim he — to lands that few have trod, — 

Herald to man of mercy from his God ; 

ft 

And as these thoughts across his bosom play. 
The sigh is hush'd, the tear drop dash'd away ; 
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He feels the joy, the elevating thrill. 
Of one about to do ImmanueFs will ; 
Gazes intensely with a lingering view 
On all around, and breathes the long adieu 
To friends and land that yet has formed his home. 
Leaps in the boat, and cuts the crested foam; 
And as the ship before the breezy gale 
Hangs to her yards, and loosens ev'ry sail. 
He stands entranced to watch his native shore. 
Fast fade away, which he may see no more ;•«. 
Then turns to kneel, the strong support to share. 
That God imparts to man's uplifted Pray'r. 



And now the bustle, and the din of trade. 
Sink into calmness vdth the evening shade ; 
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The voices that were heard awhile before. 
Raising their deep and long protracted roar; 
Now cease their sound, and cahnly sink to rest, 
T' await the day, that God on Earth has bless'd. 



Auspicious Mom! ten thousand harps on Earth, 
Await to hail the rapture of thy birth ; 
Ten thousand Angels from yon blessed sky, 
. Await thy dawn ere they to Earth may fly ; — 
And as thou burstest from the hold of night. 
Ten thousand mortals warm'd with pure detight. 
Who through the week their various paths have trod^ 
Now rise entranced to hold commune with God, 
And catch from Heav'n one ray of bliss to cheer. 
Their hearts from sadness, and their breasts from fear t 
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Tis not alone on consecrated lands, 
Or lofty temples rear'd by mortal's hands, 
That God is found to manifest His care, 
Or list in mercy to a mortal's Pray'r ; 
Through nature's face, however wide and lone. 
He sits, and smiles, and hearkens from His throne; 
On smiling fields of soft enamell'd green, 
Dispensing mercy, there His love is seen ; — 
Where fountains play, or murm'ring waters glide, 
Or rushing rivers pour their ceaseless tide; 
Where stormy Ocean sweeps the foamy spray. 
Or luU'd to rest in rippling dimples play ; 
Or boundless woods, where wild beasts make their lair. 
Still God is found to hear and bless man'« Prayer. 
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Hail! to Thy courts; in which though wide Thy sway. 
Thou lovest most to beam Thy smiles away ; 
While softest mercy streams o'er nature's feice, 
Yet in Thy courts a warmer love We trace ; — 
Here magic music strikes upon our ears, 
That wakes a rapture, sweeps away our fears; 
Lulls trembling hearts to rest in soft repose. 
And drowns in bliss our souls conflicting woes; 
Bids FaiUi awake, and soar on boldest wing, 
And catch the notes, the choral songsters sing; 
Till wrapp'd in bliss, our souls would seem to share 
The joys of Heav'n before they enter there. 

Cold is that heart that o'er the lovely scene. 
Hath never hung in waking's happiest dream ; — 
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Here mix'd together, all distinctions die, 

Poor bend with rich, and breathe devotion's sigh; 

Through vaulted aisles, the trembling munnurs steal, 

Like heav'nly chants from all immix'd that kneel; 

Swell with a louder, then a softer play. 

And sweetly dying, wing to Heav'n their way. 



Tis not the man who wears the holiest face. 
Nor he who bends with most, befitting grace ; — 
Tis not the loudest groan, nor heaviest sigh. 
That marks the heart of warmest piety ; 
These often blind the heart to human ken. 
But cannot do so with the God of Heav'n; — 
He marks the Heart, and leaves the outward show, 
To look within and see a sacred glow 

K 
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Of deep repentance, and an earnest care. 
To form the heart we ask for in our Prayer. 



Augek of love ! sweet messengers of God ! 
Who quickly fly the biddings of His nod, 
Guards of the mortals that He makes His own, 
To bear their wants to His Almighty throne ; 
Where'er they roam, around their form ye stay, 

In depth of night, and through the busy day ; 

* 

But most delighted, mingle in the air. 

At closing day they breathe to God in Prayer! 



Sweet is the sight! 'tis Heaven begun below! 
When families meet to breathe devotion's flow; 
When all assembl'd at his wonted call. 
Draw round their Father — Master— friend ^idl^ 
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List to his vcdce, with deep affection clad. 

Read from that Book that brings good tidings glad; 

Then sink together— and together share 

In all the hopes, and all the bliss of Prayer. 



Eternal Spirit! Lord of all below ! 
Thou tum'st from him array'd in splendid show. 
Who from bis throne spurns all his fellows far. 
And breathes alone of madness and of war; 
Look'st with contempt on ev'ry boasted plan. 
And by his conscience oft torment'st the man, — 
Then leave'st his house to ruin and dismay, 
To hear what these Thy praying children say. 



And Oh ! when infant innocence draws near. 
And drops before Thee its untainted tear; 
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Angelsf of mercy round the dear ones fly, 
And catch the tears that glisten in their eye; — 
Nor all the incense on the altar thrown ; 
Nor bullocks ofFer'd to Thy righteous throne ; 
Nor manly eloquence from aged sire, 
Nor youthful fervour and intense desire, 
From Thee will ever more attention find, 
Than these young dawnings of the infant mind. 



Lo ! in the eastern sky the darkness dims. 
And pale light swiftly through Heav'n's concave skims ; 
The lark for w^elcome sings his morning song, 
The while he slowly mounts the clouds among ; — 

» . ■ 1 

» 

And now the Sun upstarts to gladden earth, 
And dress her face in playfulness and mirth ; 
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The cattle leap and browse a^er all the plain; 
And feathex'd songsters tune their notes again ; 
The cotter rises from his partner's side. 
The casement opes, and snuffs the breezy tide ; 
Views with delight the scene before him spread. 
And gaily walks to work with lightened tread. 



And now once more the busy sounds begin. 
With here and there a lengthened note to ring; 
The bugle calls the himters to the chase. 
And on they rush^ with mad impetuous haste ; 
The snorting steed each obstacle defies, 
Bounds o'er the plain, and o'er the thicket flies ; 
Ten thousand sounds of strange discordant note. 
Rise in the air, and through the meadows float, 

n3 



138 PRATER. CANTO IW, 



But hark! I hear what will not mix with these, 
Now wafted softly on the morning breeze; — 
Oh ! it is sweet as if from Heav'n it came, 
Breathing to God devotion's purest flame ; — 
In yonder copse, where silence deep seems felt, 
A lowly Christian 'fore his God is knelt ; 
Ten thousand zephyrs softly play around, 
And Angels hover o'er the sacred ground ; 
Celestial spirits sit on all the boughs, 
And list with rapture to his ardent vows ; — 
And God Himself in mercy smiling there, 
Streams blessings down in answer to his Prayer. 



Great God of Mercy! and Thou God ofPray% 
Who mak'st Thy children. Thy peculiar care; — 
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Nor all the beauties blushing on the mom ; 
Nor all the tints of glory rich and wann ; 
Spread out by nature 'fore Thy Sovereign eye, 
Are half so lovely us Thy children's cry ; — 
Like soft winds playing through a woody bow'r, 
Or dying music at the evening hour. 
These steal on Thee, and bring from Thee a share 
Of Heav'n's pure bliss, and Thy protecting care. 



But not alone at early morning's call, 
Do Christians bend,— before their Maker fall ; 
At the still evening when the twilight hour. 
Gives to the Poet's soul inspiring pow'r ; 
When in immensity he flutters free, 
And feels enwrapt in robes of ecstacy ; 
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And when he fancies none like him admire, 

ITiose glowing Suns of pure ethereal fire ; 

Is made alive to all the bliss he sought, 

And rides through nature on the wings of thought: 

Then, as the Christian lifts his eyes above. 

His beating heart is warmly wrapt in love ; 

He feels a spirit stir within him too. 

That ne*er on Earth can meet a mortal's view; 

He looks beyond the confines of this clod. 

And views the wonders of his Father God ; 

Gazes on suns that here their light-beams send. 

And wonders where Creation's charms can end ; 

Leaps in his thought through all the age of Earth, 

And soars above to taste immortal birth ; 

Flutters his pinions at the glorious sight. 

And bounding, wings to view the realms of light; — 
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Then skims the ether with Angelic grace^ 
And flies enraptur'd to the end of space. 



And when his fancy ceases thus to play, 
And something whispers, "Heav'n is far away ;*' 
Not like the Poet's nerveless hour of woe, 
Which comes to back his midnight rapt'rous glow ; 
He feels no sadness, feels no aching void, 
But calmly waits the pleasure of his God ; 
For well he knows that time will quickly come, 
When his blesif d spirit shall be welcomed home ; 
And knowing this, he feels no anxiouf care. 
But on his knees, he breathes to God his Pray'r; — 
Joying to think how fast the hours rush^y. 
When loos'd from Earth, his soul to Heav'n shall fly ; 
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Join the blest souls, that round Jehovah throngs 
And tune his harp to Heav n's immortal song. 



And ye blest spirits! gone from Earth before. 
In happier realms, and brighter bhss to soar ; 
Who far have wander'd from this world of pain. 
To taste no more of woe, or Death again[; 
Say, when a child, or one that once was dear^ 
Thus bends 'fore God, to breathe his evening Prayer, 
If ye on wings of love do not then fly. 
And o'er the dear one watching, linger n^h. 
By some kind aidithat God Himself bestows. 
Impart a bUss to heal our Earthly woes ; 
And whilst to ns the means remain unknown, 
Infu3« your joy, till it becomes our own. 
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Then stretch your wings and through th' incumbent air, 
Bear up to God the object of our Prayer. 



NOTES. 
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NOTE III. 
" Glow in the fervour of our uHirmest cries, 
And melt to softness in our streaming eyes," 
I am well aware, should this poem find many readers, that 
perhaps a majority of them will be apt to make use of those two very 
learned and definite expressions, " Methodist ,'* and " Enthusiast," QU 
reading many passages they will meet with. I •onfess, I am so apt 
to hear such criticism, and so much above it, that should it eyer 
reach me, it will but excite a smile of pity. The limits of a note is 
not the place to prove, that Prayer is something more than the 
cold and formal petition, &c. which some suppose it. To those who 
view Prayer in such a light, any observations I could make here 
would be inefiicient to answer the purpose of their design. To those 
who regard Prayer in another view, I have only to lament that my 
j)oetic talent is not of sufficient vigour, to pourtray those elevating 
moments of delight, tliat experience will suggest to their minds. 

NOTE IV. 

*' As Jinny tribes, and fish thai skim the air 
In plaiiful gambols, praise Thy watchful care,'* 
A gentleman who had been much at sea, highly delighted 
me, by the very interesting description he gave of these flying 
fish« Nothing, he assured me, could present itself under a more 
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;portiye and playful g\iise than they did, on the calm and brilliant 
>08om of the ocean, rising and skimming over its surface, until 
obliged to drop, for want of moisture in their wings. 

NOTE V. 
" Join in the chorus floating through the air^ 
Sink on his knees and breathe a mortaVs Prayer V* 
I would remark, that I have several times used the term 
'Prater" with the latitude that is generally allowed to it, viz. 
zpressive of petition or praise. 
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NOTE 1. 

" Has in His word, declar*d that Mothers may 

Forget their offspring, and the monster play" 

** Can a woman forget her sucking child, that she should not 

have compassion on the son of her womh ] yea, thej may forget, 

yet will I not forget thee." 

Isaiah, chap, xlix., v. 15. 

NOTE II. 
'* In mercy looked, and said, ' This night with me, 
Where angels are, shalt thou most surely be ; 
handed on Canaan's peaceful happy shore, 
Where Death is felt, and Death is fear' d no more,' " 
** And he said unto Jesus, Lord, remember me when thou 
comest into thj^ kingdom. And Jesus said unto him, Verily I say 
unto thee, To-day shalt thou be with me in Paradise." 

Luke, chap, zxiii., v. 42, 43. 
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NOTE I. 

The Magi were the Priests of a sect of Idolaters, who spread 
themselves over many parts of the Eastern world. The Persians, and 
aeveral other nations, were worshippers of the Sun and Moon ; which, 
no douht, were the first objects that called the mind of man from the 
worship of the true God. It is more than probable, that this worship 
commenced at Babylon, after the building of the memorable tower of 
Babel ', since its elevated summit would serve as an observatory, 
from whence they could watch the heavenly bodies ; and from the 
clearness and transparency of the atmosphere, they had every facility 
they could desire. We know that here the science of astronomy 
commenced j and it is most probable, that here, as man forgot God, 
impressed with the benefits they derived from the vivifying rays of 
the sun, which caused all nature to burst into beauty and life ; as well 
as touched by the softened glory of the moon, they bowed down in 
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sdoration to these globes — to this vestibule of the Heaven of Heavens; 
and worshipped the creature rather than the Creator, who is God 
blessed for evermore. 

The Magi were the Priests, corresponding to our ancient Druids, 
and the Brahmins among the Hindoos. They were the teachers of 
their religion, and the guardians of her sacred rites, as well as 
recipients and retainers of all her solemn mysteries. 

As these nations worshipped the sun, so, as a fit emblem of him, 
did they worship fire ; which was kept always burning in certain 
places by the Magi. This fire they pretended came down from 
heaven, and was therefore held in great veneration ; was always 
invoked first in their sacrifices ; carried before their king, whenever he 
was called to make a journey; and regarded as the most sacred 
deposit that heaven had made to man. Itis to this fire these linesallude : 
** And by a tow'r with ivy mantVd o^er. 
In thoughtful silence leaning Against the door. 
Which opend half, expos d within the same, 
The dancing brightness of some lambent flame ; 
A Magian stood, ^c." 
These Magi were held in great veneration, not only by the people 
at large, but even by Princes and Kings. It ww even requisite, that 
the King, before he ascended his throne, should undergo a preparatory 
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inrtrnctioii from some of them ; that lie might be schooled as to the 
wisest art of govermnent ; and also be taught in wliat way he could 
worship the gods, that his prayers and worship might be acceptable to 
them, and draw down on hini their protection and divine blessing. 
This, as may be reasonably expected, gave them great influence ; so that 
it frequently happened that he, who announced himself by the pompous 
tide of " King of Kings," was the mere instrument of these men's policy . 
In their worship of the sun and moon, they frequently performed 
the ceremony described in these lines — 

" And there he ttood ; — and from his trembling breatt 
His hand he took, and to his lips he prest. 
And then in anguish towards the radiant sky. 
With rev*renee deep he mov'd his hand on high ; — " 
To signify their desire to hold communication with these imagined 
gods ; as well as to express the wish they entertained of being united 
to them, aud the sorrow they felt at their inability to do so. This 
custom may possibly elucidate a passage in Job to some reader, where 
he congratulates himself upon having never fallen into this sin. *' If I 
beheld the sun when it shined or the moon walking in brightness ; 
And my heart hath betiift secretly enticed, or my mouth iiath kissed 
MY BAND : This also were an iniquity to be punished by the judge ; 
for I should have denied the God that is above.'' 

^ Job, chap, xzxi., v. 26, ^7, 28. 
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initiated to imitate » Every description of bufibonery and madness was 
practised. Men and women dressed themselves in the skins of beasts, 
and ran bellowing in every direction, mimicing and actuallj eTincing 
all the antics of drunkenness. A great number carried a tfajrsus 

• 

(a kind of pike with ivy leaves twisted round it) in their hands ; others 
wore the ivy, and vine branches, with other trees sacred to Bacchus, 
twisted round their heads ; and others, in suitable masquerades, 
represented Silenus, Pan, or the Satjrrs. Added to these, were a 
number mounted on asses, with those who dragged the goats to be 
sacrificed. This confused rabble was accompanied with every descrip- 
tion of instrumental music, calculated to make a great noise -, so that 
the scene might be imagined, but never described. 

Men and women dressed in this way, appeared constantly in 
public, day and night ; not only imitating the drunkard, but dancing 
with the most indecent gestures ; and furiously howling, ran in every 
direction, like maniacs, calling and invoking this god of drunkenness. 

As these feasts continued several days, any one may imagine to 
what a pitch of dissoluteness it must have reached before its close ; 
more especially when we reflect, that not only was a loose given tb 
the depraved passions of their hearts, but 4faat they were aroused 
beyond their natural turpitude, by every possible excitement. Plato, 
speaking of the Bacchanalia, declares that he had seen the whole city 
of Athens drunk at one time. 
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A further descripdon of these feasts would be unfit for these 
pages, and unnecessaiy, since anj reader unacquainted with the 
subject, will be enabled to conceive, that the most revolting and 
diagosting depravity must necessarily be committed, where a whole 
city were congregated together in a state of actual intoxication. 

Perhaps, we are never more alive to what we owe Him — ^who 
came from the glories of the heavenly world to offer himself up as a 
sacrifice for us, and open a way of reconciliation between an offended 
God and rebel subjects — than when we see in the page of history to 
what an awful distance man had departed from holiness and virtue -, — 
and surely never can our blessed religion wear a more lovely and 
inviting aspect, dressed out as she is in all the loveliness of virtue and 
sanctity of holiness, than when she stands contrasted with a creed, 
which not only tolerated, but actually enjoined scenes of iniquity and 
madneaa, like to those we have now described. We see the full 
force of that passage in the Bible, which forms a part of the quotation 
at the commencement of this Canto, " Professing themselves wise 
they became fools," — and we must be lost indeed, if we cannot 
undezatand also, on the advent of Him — who came as a bright sun in 
the hemisphere of this earth, to sweep over its surface the purifying 
and vivifying rays of Christian light and knowledge — why angels, 
who are deeply interested in the happiness of man, should have come 
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down and hailed the eyent with their song of " Gloiy to God 
in the highest, and on earth peace good will towards man." 

NOTE III. 
" Hail noble Heber ! now on earth no more, 
And Carey, left to teach the gospel lore ; 
Hail ! tainted Ward ! whose soul to Heaven is flown, 
And Marshman, left to make the gospel knotvnJ'* 
It is potoible this Poem may fall into the hands of some indivi- 
dual, who has been in the habit of hearing the names of Drs. Carey 
and Marshman spoken of, as connected with a line of conduct unworthy 
their characters as christians. I am no Divine, and in no way con- 
nected with these gentlemen ; but from my Parents haying ever 
taken a lively interest in the spread of the gospel amongst the heathen, 
I have from my infancy heard their names spoken of with enthusiastic 
admiration ; and a share of this feeling from my very childhood I 
caught as my own. 

I have read with a great deal of attention, most of the pamphlets 
that have issued in the warfare which has been carried on against 
these men ; and if I understand any thing of the spirit of Christianity^ 
1 shall not designate it amiss by calling it " a most unholy warfare,*' 
I had the pleasure of spending some time with Dr, Marsbiban during 
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his laid stay in England, and from tiie personal observations I then 
made, if asked to point out the individual whose character and general 
deportment most nearly accorded with the gospel i^e, my mind 
would instantly revert to him : and this was a time of all others most 
likely to see him to disadvantage, since it was at the very moment 
when his enemies — his hitter and persecuting enemies — ^were fulminat- 
ing their charges ag^nst him. I have been able from various sources 
to make out direct misrepresentations in several of these charges. 
I am sorry the limits of a note will not give me the opportunity 
of exposing them ; since to any generous mind, however uninfluential 
a person he may be, nothing is a greater pleasure than that of ukmg 
his endeavours to remove false impressions made on the minds of the 
public against great and good men. 

If many of the Drs.' enemies had not been diseased with that 
unfortunate malady, that enables us to perceive a mote in a brother^s 
eye, though completely blind to a beam in our own ; — the exalted 
stand they have ever taken in the Christian world — the apostolic 
exettioiis tiiey hare made to spread the name of their Master 
idHfidtd—^fr sacrifices they have so nobly made — and the* Christian 
hoiictnt they hare gathered, and bound as trophies of honour 
arbuiid their brows — I have thought would have placed them at 
sudi att infliiite diBtancs firom their dhimiiiators, and their narrow 

* 
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circle of activity and usefulness, that instead of acting as they 
have done, they would have spoken of them in the words in which 
John the Baptist spoke of our Saviour, '* Whose shoea I am not 
worthy to bear." 



V- ' 



NOTE TO CANTO IV. 



NOTE I. 

** Within the den applied the horrid rack. 

That stretched the limbs, and left each muscle slack/* 
The mode of proceeding in this Infernal establishment, as practi3e<l 
in Spain, ^was as follows. The culprit was first accused by masked 
witnesses of the crimes for which he had been incarcerated. If he declared 
his innocence, various arguments were urged to make him confess him- 
self guilty ; these proving of no avail, the torture of the pullj, the rack, 
or the fire, was resorted to. 

The torture of the puUy was effected, by hoisting him up by 
the wrists six or seven feet from the ground, with some great 
weight attached to his ancles, and then letting him suddenly drop, 
but not so far as to allow either the weights or his feet to touch the 
ground, so that the shock to his whole body was most horrible . 
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The torture of the rack was stretching the victim i^n a kind of 
ladder, so as to produce the most dreadful contortions in his Umbs^ 
and while in this state, they made him swaDow a great quantity of 
water, so contrived as to produce the horrid sensations of drowning. 

The torture by fire was effected by stripping the prisoner's legs 
naked, and placing them through a sort of cage or stocks ; the soles of 
the feet were then well greased with lard, and a blazing fire placed 
before them, till they became quite roasted, A physician was always 
in attendance, to know how far they might go vdthout destroying the 
prisoner's life. 



FRAGMENTS 



FBOM 



UNPUBLISHED POEMS. 



MYSTERY OF PROVIDENCE. 



Deeply mysterious are the ways 

That God through Providence displays; 

He works unseen^ — His mighty mind 

Is there above what man can find ; 

The clouds of Godhead roimd it throws 

A gloom, through which His way He shows; 

A gloom so dark, that mortal eye, 

Within the cloud can never pry ; 
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So deep the myst'ry— mortars thought 
In vain have there for ever sought; — 
H^s hand we trace o'er Earth beside, 
On flow'ry meads — in Ocean's tide ; 
In fleecy clouds, or blossom'd sky, 
We plainly can His hand descry; — 
The Planets shine, their roimds fulfil. 
Obedient to His sovereign will ; 
In nicest order through the night, 
The Moon streams for<^ her dreamy light; 
The Sun, as dawns each new bom cbty, 
Dashes his beams of light away; 
And Day and Night at His command. 
In light or darkness dress the land ; 
The varied seasons come and go 
With mercies that from Hx»f must flow ; 
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And breezy winds m gentle piay. 
Whisper His praise through all the day ; 
The raging Storms in fury dress'd^ 
In them we find His care ex^ss'd ; 
He rides on Lightning's gleamy flame. 
And Thunder rumbles forth His name; 
He rides on Ocean's green clad wav^ 
T' supply the wants her children cravej— • 
But when we turn from Nature's face, 

Through Provid^ice to mark His care, 
His hand no longer can we trace. 

It looks as if He were not there; — 
There seems in this no Master soul, 
To guide its course, its way control; 
But like the caprice of a child. 
It seems to run for ever wild ; 
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And oft we fancy we can find 
In this a God who is not kind. 



MUTABILITY OF MAN'S ENJOYMENT. 



P'rhaps 'tis the lot Man must endure^ 
To feel his bliss is never sure ; 
To know that this same fickle thing. 
Is ever flutt'ring on the wing ; 
Like to the rays when Mom is new, 
As crystal, gems the pendent dew. 
But as those rays are shining there, 
The gem dissolves to misty air ; — 
The ray that made it look so gay, 

That made it look so crystal fair — 
But shone to melt the drop away, 

To melt the crystal into air ; — 
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So, oft the joy that in our eyes 

Is all we wish of earthly prize. 

For instant shines with brightest flame. 

Then, like the dew-drop, proves the same, 

Turns all our bliss to bitter care. 

And melts our fondest hopes to air. 



y 



FANCY THE SOURCE of ENJOYMENT. 



Say, what is all the course of life 
But turbulence, and war, and strife, 
To those who fondly, vainly cling 
To joys Realities can bring; 
Tis Fancy only lights the scene, 
And gilds the shifting hour, 






\ 

k 



170 FRAGMENTS. 



And forms on Earth our only Heav'n, 

And rears th' Elysian bow'r. 
Where'er it sweeps without control, 
It stores with bliss the musing soul ; — 
Can deck the dungeon's dreary scene, 
With mantling woods, and velvet green. 
The cot where poverty is known. 

If Fancy peeps wijthin. 
May seem a monarch's proudest throne, 

A court's most splendid scene. 
Tis not the joys we have to-day. 
That makes our hearts or sad or gay ; 
Our brightest hopes, and keenest sorrow, 
Is from our dreamings of the morrow ; 
If that presents a picture bright. 
Then all within is joy and right. 
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But if it shows a stain,—- 
No matter then what are our joys. 
Since Fancy's view our peace annoys. 

And fills our heart with pain. 
Then, Oh ! if this indeed be true. 
How happy is the Christian's view. 

No matter what his care, — 
His vision onward wings its way. 
Throws years and gloomy time away^ 

The joys of Heav*n to share ; 
Enamell'd woods, and limpid streams^ 
A sky that sheds the softest beams, 

Before his vision rise; — 
And all the woes that round him play. 
By God's soft hand are wiped away> 

The Monarch of the skies ;— 
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The choral songsters Yore him throng. 
Warbling their soft melodious song, 

And Angels round him play ; 
Thus lit by Faith's enraptured glow, 
Fancy can soar, until his woe 

Is melted all away; — 

Then be I poor, and fancied sad. 
If Heav'n is mine, my heart is glad. 



NO PERFECT BLISS ON EARTH. 



Yes, for 'tis stamp'd on scenes below. 
E'en scenes of love and purest bliss ; 

They must be dash'd with shades of woe. 
To keep them from that happiness 

Which is alone to Angels known. 

Who circle round Jehovah's throne — 
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The fountain — sea — the ceaseless floods 

Whence come all streams that men call good ;• 

From whose Majestic God-like face. 

In circles all aromid we trace 

Those brightest beams, whose ev'ry ray, 

Though it should fall on icy grief. 
Would melt that frozen drop away. 

And give the loneliest heart relief; 
And would make ev'ry humau breast 
Thrill with delight, and feel most blest, 
Were it not for sin's dark, dense cloud. 
That wraps the Earth round as a shroud ; — 
From which cold mist of woe and pain, 

These lovely- gleams unfit to mix, 
Are seen to bound them back again 

To Heav'n — and there their pleasures fix ; 

Q 3 
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But sometimes in the ceaseless flow 
Of these bright beams that warmly glow^ 
So bright a ray will strike this tide 
Of mists^ to make its clouds diride; 
And 'tween the clouds thus rent apart^ 
Will reach some human, throbbing heart; 
Oh ! then, as there it shines awhile, 

How brightly does it seem to play ; 
As if from the Almighty's smile. 

It had then wing'd itself away ;-<« 
And though since leaving His blest face. 

It had to pass, to this its goal. 
Through clouds of sin, and we could trace. 

Those clouds had from its brightness stole; 
Yet, here below it looks so fair. 
So sweetly melts all Earthly care ; 
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That whilst its twinklings softly phiyi 
We long to feel it evermore ; 
To throb for ever with such bliss^ 
And wish we had but wings to soar, 
How quickly would we reach that shore, 

Where it would never die away. 



Then if e'en with these beams so pure. 
Some shade of care we must endure ; 
If when recipients at the throne 
From whence true bliss alone is known. 
We still feel pain; — Oh ! surely they 

Must ten times more of woe retain. 
Who drink from streams that had their way 

From out of this dark cloud of pain : 
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And SO they do^ with all their pride. 
For if they could their feelings tell, 

No picture should we want beside, 
To make us know what spirits feel in hell. 



THE DEATH BED. 



It was now Autumn's loveliest mood, 
The sky was dear, and brown the wood. 

And Nature was in such robes dress'd. 

To gaze, you knew not why — 
A feeling soft crept o'er your breast^ 
That made you sad, and made you blest. 

And dimm'd with tears your eye. 
And softly thus had ^ass'd away 
The morning— noon— and afterday. 
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And evening crept apace^ — 
It was not day^ it was not night, 
A soft and mellow dreamy light 

Then mantled Nature's face- 



Hector had ask'd his much lov'd bride 
That eve to seat her by his side ; 
He stronger felt, and wished to hear 
The Word of God, his heart to cheer, 
In whose rich promises we find. 
Something on which to stay our mind; — 
And as she read, he calmly lay. 
And watch'd the day-light fade away ; 
And watch'd the evening's calm repo^. 
As up the mellow moon arose ;— 
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And Julia sat and read awhile, 
And watch'd her Hector's happy smile ; 
But o'er her heart a flutt'ring came, 
She knew not why she felt the same. 

And yet it woke a fear ; 
But still her Hector felt so well. 
She would not on the fancy dwell, 

But dropt it with her tear. 
And Hector rose for moment's rest, 
And laid his head upon her breast; 
Then softly whisper'd, " Dearest bride. 
The God of Heav'n shall be thy guide. 

From harm thy form to keep;" — 
He gently laid him down again. 
Nor felt he sorrow— woe — or pain. 

Then dropt in slumbers deep ; — 
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And Julia sat^ and watch'd the Moon 
Play her soft beams across the room; 

When gently hove his breast, 
A sigh escap'd, and nothing more, 
When all was hush'd as 'twas before, 

Ajad he had sunk to rest; — 
With death-like heart his hand she seiz'd. 
And Oh ! 'twas clammy, cold, and freez'd, 

A deathy — marble clod ; — 
The spark was fled from out its clay, 
The Soul had wing'd herself away 

To Heav'n, and to his God. 



FUGITIVE PIECES 



WOMAN. 



" So saying, ber rash hand in evil hour 

Forth reaching to the fruit she pluck'd, she eat : 

Earth felt the wound, and nature from her seat 

Sighing through all her works gave signs of woe, 

That all was lost." 

Milton. 



'Midst Eden's amaranthine bowers, 

Where Loves came wafted on each breath; 
Where ever bloom'd perennial flowers ; — . 
Who brought -there misery and Death ? 

Twas Woman. 
R 2 
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When Abraham; the Jewish sire, 
To Egypt's lands had wander'd on ; 

Who tempted him to prove the Liar, 
And break the word they trusted on ? 

Twas Woman. 



5ut when our Saviour from above, 

Came down to die for us the D^ih ; — 

Who clung around His cross in love. 
To watch his parting, dying breath ? 

'Twas Woman, 



And when within the rocky stone, 
They laid His body low and deep ;— 

Who wander'd there, their grief to moan. 
And o'er the dear remains to weep ? 

Twas Woman. 
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And when He burst these bands away, 

Rose conq'ror over Death and pain ;— 
Who was it met Him. in the way, 

And hail -d Him as her Lord again? 

» 

♦ Twas Woman. 



And if at times our bosom throbs 
With anguish, and conflicting care, 

And Truth amidst our heaving sobs, 
If ask'd the cause must then declare, 

Twas Woman. 



Yet oft when ills around us play, 
And woe sits feasting on our heart ; — 

Who softly wipes the tears away, . 
And soothes the agonizing smart. 

Like Woman ? 
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And when disease around shall spread^ 
And Heav'n shall summon us on high ; — 

Who then will watch around our bed, . 
And weeping, catch our latest sigh. 

But Woman? Lovely Woman! 



EVENING VISION. 



Behold yon western beauteous sky ! 

The Sun in glory sinks to rest ; 
Bright clouds in fleecy masses fly^ 

In grandeur and in glory drest. 
With mingl'd colors of a hue. 
As lovely as can meet our view. 



I stood one evening calm, and soft. 
Intensely gazing on this scene ; — 

And as I watch'd the clouds aloft, 
A living image there was seen; — 
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A bird with wings expanded wide, 
Saird slowly o'er the airy tide. 



Me thought, what would I give to be 

* 

An airy occupant, to sail 
And view Earth's charms in ecstacy. 

On Summer evening's balmy gale ; — 
Without a fear, without a thought. 
But what was with sweet pleasure fraught. 



Just then another bird appear'd 
As if from bended bow he flew. 

So swift he came'; and as. I fear'd, 
I found 'twas hawk as near he drew; 

He saw his prey; then high he flies. 

Makes a pounce down — and th' other dies. 
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Twas sure enough ; — I learnt to know 
However bright the scene appears ; 

That here no pleasures e'er can flow^ 
Unmixed with danger and with fears, 

Nor Sea — ^nor Earth — ^nor air can be 

A place of sure security. 



ON SEEING THE TRIUMPHAL PILLAR 
IN THE PLACE VENDOME, 

ERECTED BY BtTONAPARTE. 



Oh ! what a dream; a feverish^ phantom dream. 
Is mad ambition in the heart of man ! 
It is a ladder, up whose steep ascent, 
Man e'er may climb, and never reach the top : 
It is the germ that's sown in ev'ry breast. 
And as it sleeps, or wakes to active life — 
So is that man a happy — peaceful man. 
Or, racked with goading thoughts, that never cease 
To push him on to ruin. In the cot 
Where poverty is known, 'tis seen and felt ; 
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And through the grades of man's all varying state. 
It proves the leav'n, that works the mighty whole- 
And stirs it up to rage, and deadly ill. 
But more than all it grows in kingly breasts ; 
And there it proves, the fierce vindictive sword 
Of God's outpouring vengeance, when He wills 
The punishment of man — for crime and sin. 
Nations before its fierce blast fade awayj — 
Cities once glorious, —into ruin fall; 
And smiling plains, with their enamell'd green, 
And hanging bow'rs, from whence soft music rose. 
Put up one cry to Heav'n — the cry of blood. 



Thou, great Napoleon ! for thy name is great. 
And all thou didst on Earth though mark'd with blood, 
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And wild commingling with thy trophies^ wail'd ^* • • ^ 
The Orphan'^ cry, and widow's deadly curse, ■ ^ ' "^ ^ 
Still all thou didst was great. Thou wast a bolt " -^ -^^ 
Shot from Jehovah's hand, that swept His wrath 
In fiery vengeance all around thy track ;— • ■ 

Mad'st kings to tremble on their mighty thrones; ' " 
And Emp'rors shake in wild aflFright and fear; '■ 

Till thou stood'st a second Alexander — 
Master of all the Kings' and Nations' doom. 



•How is the mighty fallen! 



*t 



• » . ,i, 
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The sons of Gaul, who fought and bled for thee; 
Who hail'd thy name with wild delight and joy ;-^' 
Now dare to lisp that name, or speak thy praise t'^^ Hi ! 
And from this monument of battles won, * ■'■' ' *^- 
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And trophies gain'd by thy victorious arm; 

The Bourbon race, have hurl'd with vengeance down 

The molten image of thy kingly form. 



■ 

It wakes a thoi]^ht; a solemn thought within 
My awe-struck soul — ^while here I gaze on this ; 
To think that he — ^who once led armies on — 
Consort for kings, himself a mighty king, 
Should have been swept from kii^dom, throni^, and all; — 
Borne to a spot of which he hardly, heard, 
With nought to gaze on but the sky and sea; 
And there haye suffered all the teazing ills 
That Uttle-greatness could inflict on him ; 
Till Death stalk*d up and claim'd him as his prey; 
And now he lies beneath a willow's shade, 
A Ufeless form.— How is the mighty fallen ! 
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Peace to thy shades ! true Genius never stoops 
To hurl a javelin at a fallen foe ; — 
Thy race is run, and all thy glory's o'er; 
But the proud sound of great Napoleon's name 
Is bom to die no more, — Twill live through Time — 
Through Earths' remotest bounds be echoed; 
Till that Dread Day shall come, when Earth and all 
Must fade away before the voice of God: 
Then through Earth's gloomy caverns, wide and lone; 
And Ocean's boundless deep — the Angel's voice 
Shall thunder out thy name, and bid thee stand 
Before the King of Kings. Then shalt thou wake, 
And rise, amidst the myriad souls of men, 
Thy wild ambition hurl'd to Death's dark shades. 



€t 



DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

I 

All, all on Earth is shadow, all beyond 

Is substance : the reverse is Folly's creed. 

How solid all, where change shall be no more !" — Young, 



Who has not felt that moment, when 
This Earth seem'd robb'd of ev'ry bliss ; 

As calPd by Death; some friend to Heaven 
Has soar'd to joy — and happiness. 



There is a breaking of the heart, 

When all its life-strings seem to rend ;■ 

A loneliness — a withering smart; 
To part fpr Ever with a friend. 
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For Ever! — Oh ! my soul rejoice. 
That brighter, happier views are thine; 

That thou canst hope to hear their voice, 
And see them in those realms sublime. 



Let the proud Deist call this vain. 
And ^v'ly piow'r and thought employ> 

To prove there is no Hell nor Heav'n ; — 
This thought is virorthy all his joy. 



Ye lov'd ones! who once bless'd my eyes. 
Who now are fled from Earth and pain; 

Oh ! may I meet ye in the skies^— 
To never*— never part a^n ! 



^f. 



FRAGMENT. 

(from a tragedy.) 

A LOVER'S SOLILOQUY 

OVER HIS LOST MISTRESS^ 



All men are bom to Fate ; — some soar aloft 
On pinions^ lightly gliding o'er the sky 
Of joy and pleasure, never dash'd with pain; — 
Whilst others' doom is but continu'd wo; 
No sooner launch'd abroad — than all around 
Grows dark : wave after wave of sorrow rolls, 
So swiftly chasing on the others heels, 
That the poor wretch can gain no time to breathe. 
No time to look around, and hope for brighter days. 

s3 
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Such is my fate ; — since first I shot on high^ . ^ 
And merg'd from out my youthful days of joy; - ^. 

With retrospective glance I can look back^ 
As on a barren heathy with only here 
And there a stinted shrub, to interrupt 
The view of lone, and perfect wretchedness. 



•'I 



But of all other woes this last is worse; 

• * 

T has cut for ever off my hope of joy ; 

And wrapp'd aifound my soul no more to fall^ 

A mantle dipp'd in wretchedness and wo ;— 

T has caus'd no tear to drop ; for my full heart . : j 

Is so benumb'd, and frozen up with grief, ,^. y. 

As to resist the sweet relief and ease . , 

That softly steals, while fastly drops the pearly shofr/j^ ^ ^ 
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If there be one who once has lov'd like me>^ 
Who long lias fea$ted on those sweetest dreaias. 
That love can light up in the Lover's soul ; 
He — and he only can conceive the wo. 
That burns within my half distiracted heart. 
EUza ! Oh ! that dearest name ! that now 
But wakes within my breast these racking pains, 
And works my heart to madness ; how different 
Was it once ; 'twas then the sweetest music ! 
How softly have I breath'd thy dearest name, 
The while I hung on the sweet silver sounds 
That smoothly flowed from thee , the while I watch'd 
With more than Lover's fondness thy dear channs ;— 
And read the beamings of thy sparkling eye. 
Speaking its love for me. 'Twas then too much. 
For overpowered with joy, I could but sigh. 
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And murmur out the bliss I felt with thee, ' T'^' ^^ 

Till quite unconsciously, quiv'ring with joy, " > t>I tC) 

I press'd my lips with ardency on thine ^^ oi^<' 

And warmly printed there — ^the kiss of love ; 

Then dropp'd my head in giddy rapture on 

Thy chaste, yet panting breast; and nestl'd there, • 

Felt only, I was link'd within the arms 

Of her, who made this world, a world to me 

Of paradise and joy, and perfect bliss ! 



/ 






But 'tis too much ; — Memory for ever die, 
Nor thus torment me with thy cruel pow'r. -^ ^ Hj I 

Farewell to joy for e'er, — my days to come • ' ''^ H^^ 
Must all be pass'd in musing misery : ^'- vo^ ^ 

An outcast I shall live, unpitied save 
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By her on whom I never more must gaze^ 
Or know of her, whether in halls of pride 
She spends her ey'ry day; — or else smik low, 
DrstgB out existence in th^ hut of 'poverty. 



Tom from my native place, I Ismdw n6t where 
To roam; where my hereafter lot is cast ;-» 
Where I shall ily to ^scape the deadly pautis 
That rack my heart, aiid M my soul wilih wo : 
Where'er it is I^&teili be all imknown— 
Living a Ufe of wretchedtiess akd pa!ti> 
Till Death shall come — ^when some paid hireling's hand 
Shall close my eyes, aiid earelelte say df me> 
" Poor Wretch^ he'i gOM for ev*.'' 



ON SEEING THE TOMB OF 



MARSHAL NEY, PRINCE of MOSKWA, 



In fit UantitvX Cimetrfi of tifte Vere fU €iai$t at 99x1$. 



Spot of the warrior's grave! 

With floVrs strewed all around; — 
The mighty and the brave 

Sleeps calmly 'neath this gromid ; — 
He whose proud name is swept afar^ 
The captain of victorious war. 



On Russia's frozen soil. 
Where Death was ever nigh, 

How mighty was thy toil, 
How flashed thy fearless eye; 
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The Cossacks trembling — flew in fear 
Whene'er the mighty Ney ¥ras near. 



The fate was hard^ but just, — 
That gave the deadly blow, 
That laid thee in the dust, 

^ 

And made thy life blood flow, — 
Traitor they call thee, — so they may. 
They cannot take thy fame away. 



No gorgeous tomb is here, 

To mark the sacred spot ; 
But never is thy bier 

By friend or foe forgot; — 
High stately tombs around may shine. 
But fairest garlands hang on thine. 



REFLECTIONS 



ON THE SEA SHORE. 



Oh what a lovely scene ! bo clear so mild. 
As if all Nature now was deep in thooght; 

Hush'd are the stormy winds that blew so wild^ 
As if with maUce 'gainst our Earth they fought 



No rolling clouds come sweeping o'er the main. 
Nor waves with curling tops^ in anger roar; 

Old Boreas is in deepest slumber laid. 
While softest zephyrs fan the shelving shore. 
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The silver Moon^ so clear, so sweetly bright. 
As through the sky she calmly glides her way,- 

Spreads o'er the sea her dreamy rays of light, 
That gaily frisk — then melt to vacancy. 



Oh ! what a pleasing sadness fills my breast. 
As here I sit and gaze on yonder sky ; 

It soothes all ruffling feelings down to rest, 
And makes each grief in quick succession fly. 



Tis now I feel the joy of pensiveness. 
That such a scene as this must ever rise; 

Thrilling through jBv'ry vein with softest bliss, 
Lifting my thoughts with rapture to the skies. 
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And thither shall they fly; 'twad God that made 
This all. To Him mth rev'rcnce now I cry. 

That when this Earth, and Sun, and Moon shall fkde. 
My soul may range beneath a h^pier sky. 






A VISION; 



OR, A MYSTERY IN FIIOTIDENCE EXPLAINBP. 



There was a vision pass'd before my eyes ! 
Behold, I saw! and lo! a cottage stood 
Upon a sloping, and a sylvan lawn : 
The lawn was wash'd by Neptune's proud domain, 
Whose waters rose, and kiss'd its scented flowVs, 
Then sigh'd to leave their aromatic lips, 
And murmuring recoil'd, from whence tbey came. 
Another cottage stood upon that lawn ; 
Both n^at and lovely, as if peace wa^ there : 
From one I heard, (as if a spicy galQ 
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Had fann'd around my form,) the words of love. 
And after that there rose the breath of prayer; — 
A widow liv'd there, and her only son. 
And from the other, as if Hell had op'd, 
Andbelch'dher horrors forth, — out loudly came 
The sound of curses, deep and blasphemous: 
Here liv'd a widow and her only son. 



■ ' • J I • 
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I musing tum'd, and lo! the scene was changed. 
The peaceful lawn was dress'd in wild affright; — 
The forked lightnings shot across its face. 
And thunders bellow'd o'er with hideous voice ; 
Whilst ever and anon, a raging blast 
iVould howl its way between the forked flames : 
The sea no longer calm — with fury boil'd. 
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And heap'd oi^ high its tow'ring, foamy Waves,, 
As if they battl'd with the darken'd clouds 
That swept their way in wild disorder on. 
Upon that sea, two spots were dimly seen; — 
And on its foapay margin, th' Widows stood; 
One was seen, as a maniac — wild and fierce. 
Her head dress gone, her wet locks streaming wild, 
Mutt'ring onjd moment pray'rs, — next moment oaths 
The other stood with eyes uptum'd to Heav'n, 
That glistened oft with tears, and clenched hands, 
And lips thalt mov'd, but still sent forth no sound. 



Those distant spots now near'd the foamy shore, 
And prov'd the barks in which the sons had sail'd ;■ 
And on they came; — now rising to the clouds, 
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Then sinking into caverns yawning deep. 

The foremost was the cursing mother^s son; — . « 

And on he came; — rupon the fo^my top ,.^H 

Of one great sweeping, raging, giant wave^ 

His little bark was hurl'd upon the beach^ 

And there left diy. — Then round his brawny heck. 

With wild and frenzied joy, his mother plung, 

Whilst he with curses, mutter'd her begone. 



The other onward came and near'd the shore; 
Again, a giant wave swept her awhile 
With fury on ; but ere she reach'd the beach. 
It gathered up itself, curling its top 
Into the fragile bark; in a second, .^^^ 

Each vestige of her fled beneath the surge 
Of that dread sea, ' 
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I saw hk Mother stHid, and Iwaid the AnA 
That bmst from hei^ wiica an fcr e'er was gone^ 
Her pallid ched^ then grew more deadfy pale; 
While life aeem'd eUwig &Bt; yet still she liVd^ 
And tnni'd her eyes to HeaY*n; then me^y said, 
^ Hie Lord He gave, and now hath swept away. 
Still blessed be His name — ^His holy name I** 



I musing tam'd, and ask'd my bursting heart. 
Why so it beat? I glanc'd my eyes to Heav*n 
With ai^r full; then loudly, wildly cried, 
^ There is no God, or vice would have its doom. 
And virtue be rewarded ; — all is chance ;— 
Virtue and Vice are bom in Fancy's brain, 
Nor bring to human hearts or bliss or pain ?* 



212 .A TISION. 



Some years seem'd pass'd away ; again I saw ^ 



t! 1 



The sloping lawn, in peace and beauty cloth'd. 
As when I first beheld it, calm, and fair; 4 . 

The shades of eve had stole them o'er the scene ; 
The stars shone out, and blossom'd o'er the sky ; . 
The cool winds play'd, and all around seem'd peace*. 
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Methought I gaz'd within the widow's cot 
Who was bereav'd, and still she liv'd and lov*d ;-i- 
For God had sent an orphan lovely maid. 
To be her stay, her comfort, and her child : 
Now as I gaz'd, they kiielt before the throne 
Of Heaven's soft mercy, pouring out their hearts 
In praise and pray'r; and well I heard the voice -.^p 'U^ 
Of that poor Widow, breathing up to God, x r. 
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The joyful hope^ihat when this life was done^ 

On Heav'n's bright happy field she there should meet 

Her long lost husband — and her much lov'd son, 

To drink with them from bubbling, sparkling streams, 

And crystal brooks, that are the living founts 

Of Everlasting Life; and fiom them both, 

And from her God, be parted never more. 



I tum'd away to gaze into the cot 
Of her, the wild, the maniac, and cursing — 
Yet happy mother in her living son ; 
And there a scene of horror showed itself; — 
A bloody corse was stretched upon the ground. 
Of some lone traveller her son had kill'd ; 
Whose many wounds did widely gape their mouthsj 



^4 A, YI9IOK. 



And vomit fioftik th^ crimson stream of life ; 
While by the cor^e, the 89n in wildnei^ stood. 
With glaiuig eye-balU, most wide distended 
Nostrils; whilst his pent Imath seem'd hard to qcv 
As if 'twas thickened in his swollen th.xQat; 
And ev'ry jEeatqre quiver'd fast with fear. 
I tum'd away, and lo! the scenes was gone^ 



Again I look'd ; and lo ! a mighty mass 
Of congr^ated heads» that moved not;^ 
Who seem'd to hold their breath in still suspense^ 
And tum'd their ev'iy gaze towards one £qpot : 
My vision feUow'dy-'-on a platferm there ^^ 

Were several men, wbo^^tood in solemn state, ^ ^ 
One K knew, the Widow's son. Soon I saw 
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T^ DoKdi ^WBB jitBTiding tkeT«, to chum hi» hir 
Jb jnBl Bnd liirfiil prey. Hie iKKiae wt» tkdi 
Uai \itwg i -die Hear^ asd Earth be hinur a eoiTMs. 
Alkkai'd. and a most dis<rustiTu: corste. 
iat&cBy a dbiiA of wiMness pierced the air 
iandfll l3i^ inasB cyf people, two withered Kand^ 
Voe wfldly flung on high ; — a hcarr groan 
Was heaF'd, and she his mother was no moi^^ 



I tnm'd away mine eyes, now filYd with tear^ 
Then up I gianc'd them to the Hoav'ns aboro^ 
And stnick my breast, and kneeling londly cviodi 
^ Tliere IB a God, just and retributive God^ 
Who Utcs in Heaven, and looks on man bdow**^ 



THB END. 
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